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A Verse of Block 
How can I write? 
I can't even feel. 
Tragic, ecstatic 
misled, confused 
love-hate writings 
of uneven keel 
I must write 
even if 
I have to feel 
Tragic, ecstatic 
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A Forward 
This space is generally reserved for the forward, to introduce you, the 
esteemed reader, to the (ta-dah) 1988 edition of Parnassus, to build your anticipation 
for the literary efforts that await you at the mere flip of a page, and to give you 
insights into the thoughts and rigors of the editorial staff. However, as editor of this 
innovative magazine and not being at all humble, I'm asking you to put aside your 
impatient curiosity for a few moments and allow me to give you a glimpse of the 
talent and dedication that has gone in to making this publication a success. 
I would like to first call your attention to the contest participants who were 
so willing to share with us their creativity. This year the contest reached a higher 
level of response than ever before with a fifty percent increase in entries. 
Next, please recognize the phenomenal dedication and energy of the editorial 
staff, who with the odds clearly against them as novices, perservered and mastered 
the skills of editorial decision making and technical design and lay out—fearlessly 
led by our editorial advisors, Dr. Ken Swan, and assistant, Dr. Mike Buck. A special 
thanks must go to the superb judges, Dr. Paul House, Dr. Mark Cosgrove, Prof. Judy 
Landrum, Dr. Richard Stanislaw, and Dr. Barbara Dickey-truly courageous people. 
And finally, how could we fail to mention our skilled and gracious secretary, 
Rhonda Gretillat for her hard work as well as the generous support of TSO and the 
English Department. 
So now, dear reader, I leave you with the immortal word of Sophocles who 
once said ... uh... what did he say?! Well anyway, if he was alive I'm sure he'd 
encourage you to enjoy the magazine! 
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Farmhands 
Holding tight to Mrs. Chapel's hand 
stretched short legs over tall 
mud furrows 
red rubber boots collecting some 
earth as a souvenir 
We picked peppers 
shining red and green 
Their tang-smell lingered on 
my hands. 
I clutched the grain 
tight in small sweaty fists 
'til Mrs. Chapel said 
Go ahead 
shook it down for the 
rushing, greedy gobblers 
brushing crumbs from my palms. 
Soft pearl-green pear 
held on one flat hand 
high up and out from my body 
Huge teeth came close 
and clipped the fruit from me. 
My hands would know 
him if they saw 
him again. 
Dawn M. Keller 
Bitter Coffee 
Today I find myself sleeping alone. 
Then from the bedroom of the moment's mind 
I am dragged away and enticed 
By tomorrow's warm and gentle breathing 
in ny ear and on ny neck. 
Losing myself to the temptation of the temporal. 
Half hopes and hidden hopes 
Rise from the next day's smoldering cigarette ends 
To swell and swirl around my sleepy skull 
Stinging the bloodshot eyes of last night's romance 
Crawling into my lungs and choking logic's life's oxygen. 
And I collect my thoughts in an ashtray. 
In drowsy dizziness 
I pour myself a cup of yesterday's coffee 
And hold my head and my heart in my hands. 
Discovering myself in empty coffee cups 
and discarded cellophane. 
Between the bars of window sash 
I see people and newspaper blowing by. 
Telephone ringing shakes me 
The voice of my past 
Girlfriend calling to remind me. 
But mind and mouth work in contrariety 
Speaking words only of heartless piety. 
Knowing and not knowing 
Not only what I feel but what I say: 
"I think it will be raining tonight." 
Perhaps a cup of coffee would be nice? 
(From my eternal pot of bitter coffee). 
No one has taken my window seat. 
Where I sit obscured 
by slowly stretching shadows 
Until all that can be seen of the sun 
Is a blinding glare 
Reflected from the darkened windows of vacant buildings 
On the other side of the street. 
In darkness I turn away from a darker street 
To return to an unmade bed 
And pillows without cases. 
"I think it will be raining tonite," 
I mutter and fall to sleep. 
To be awakened from my respite 
Only by mattress buttons and misplaced pillows. 
John Bachman 
THE UNEXPECTED 
New lipstick, and ten pounds lighter. 
Pulled back shoulders, she 
strides up the stairs. 
Glancing at the balcony. 
Flipping hair, shining and full, 
though solemn lips. 
joined by others with flattery 
They are rewarded with a 
courteous smile. 
Round up the herd, 
Feed them daily slop, 
No questions, No answers. 
Fluffy coat, lean for slaughter, 
Regal stature, 
striding from the barn. 
Peering for young rams. 
Graceful gallop, pure 
white, affirming "ba's" 
Helplessly interrupted 
From the striding, 
graceful action. 
Herded to be sheared. 
Anonymous a things 
she would only allow herself 
cat glances 
and dances to the elusive rhythm 
of opportunity 
but cats have chances 
that open souls to see 
stacks of fields sown in secrecy 
she would only give herself a 
cat's free 
walking a night-ful light down 
where no blundering dogs could see 
the smells within hearing 
the sound of her humming 
the grace that her ankles could be 
then curling her form into one 
sleeping cat 
silently creep over cliffs 
unfolding to touch 
in the rush single stones 
steal their bones 
by this art make them quick 
Lisa Gatske 
DESERT MOGN 
You are pure white like the snow. 
0' Desert Moon, 
everlasting 'till the morn, 
you outlast the vast darkness 
of the night. 
Give hope and direction 
to the lost souls 
of the still barren desert. 
Creating shadows into the night. 
You're the chess winner. 
No animal dares to move because 
you betray them. 
How unpredictable you are. 
0' Desert Moon, 
pure white as snow, 
full of tales, 
you outlast the vast darkness 
of the night. 
Bonnie MacLeish 
Thoughts of a Journeyman in Route 
Beneath the sunset's honeyed hues 
I see the shadows of shifted fears 
which muddle up the mountain trails. 
Through it all I search for clues 
to tell me where I lost, to years, 
the innocence of ponytails. 
Yesterday, my babydolls 
all had names which seemed to fit 
the times with which I had to play. 
Happily, my mind recalls 
the chair in which I used to sit 
and cuddle them in a mother's way. 
Today, I walk a gravel path 
which causes me to plot each pace 
with care so that I do not fall. 
Then tears of doubt and times of wrath 
descend upon my mislaid face 
and I, again, research my call. 
Tomorrow, I will close a book 
which i wrote when I was young 
and old, and sometimes in between. 
The pages turned when I mistook 
the follies when I'd first begun 
for toils which I had never seen. 
Linda Brubaker 
JO 
INDIANA SUNRISE 
the fluttering, royal, painted clouds 
(worthy to house God S la Cecil B. DeMille) 
cry out for a poet to butterfly-net them, 
pin them to a labeled card, 
and display them proudly at state fairs. 
living, breathing red and yellow 
(brighter than tempera to a six-year-old) 
clash in argument just above the treeline 
over who will come along and pluck them 
to press between the pages of The Complete Works of Shakespeare. 
I run inside for a pad and pencil 
(as dear to me as an angler's rod and reel) 
then I dash back breathless, not watching where I step— 
hoping to stumble on a metaphor, fall over a simile; 
but pink, and birdsong, and the waking air 
mark the way clearly—and all I can do 
is stand, and gasp, and grit my teeth and grin 
as the vision fades. (Just like Monet's.) 
now bitter words pace dully on the page 
(they've gone on strike for better dispensation) 
we negotiate; but I know I've lost. 
my sunrise comes back streaked with graffiti, 
scrawls that confirm its lifeless mediocrity: 
"SOME NICE IMAGES—GOOD USE OF COLOR. " 
Sprinkler 
Drops of light 
fall freely like 
jewels thrown out by a 
heavenly hand 
Glisten in color-arched 
bows 
springing from the ground to 
light a crescent of space 
and dropping 
never cease rising 
continuing to grace the neck of 
the space they've chosen 
Thorn Verratti 
Dawn M. Keller 
the t/reason 
a patriotic emblem of love 
that's what I've become 
it sounds so wonderful 
doesn't it 
no 
not really 
love is magnificent 
yes 
but wonderful 
while love is the institution 
that will last forever 
its emblems suffer 
they become frayed 
a flapping flag 
at the top of a cold 
tall 
pole 
nothing supports it 
other than the rope 
that ties it d 
o 
w 
n 
there is nothing to protect it 
f r o m  t h e  v i o l e n t  w i n d s  
that rip at its seams 
12 
I*—< 
neither 
is there any gentleness 
u 1 
in the t r u e t sky 
b n 
to comfort it 
not until 
it has taken so much 
withstood it all 
then 
and only then 
is it taken down 
it is put 
to 
rest 
only because it has become 
handicapped 
no longer a bold notorious sight 
but rather 
a disgrace to that for which it stood 
a patriotic emblem of love 
that's what i've become 
someone anyone 
won't you please 
put me 
to rest 
julie hall 
if/bis—— 
OUTSIDE 
When I look through 
the glass at you 
who is on the outside? 
On my side there are 
soft warm chairs, 
endless stairs, 
the smells of cooking and 
many things with purposes I 
cannot remember. 
That settles it. I'm inside. 
You must be out 
crouching on the pavement 
white-faced and staring. 
Shall I pull down the shade? 
I look, 
and look, 
and sigh. 
Resolutely I raise my hand to grasp... 
that's when I notice... 
That your 
side 
has 
the shade-
pull 
Thorn Verratti 
HOBO VISITATION HALLUCINATION #3 
He spoke like a 
scarred and lonely 
street poet, 
the victim of too many 
nights in cardboard boxes, 
of too many years 
in other people's clothes. 
He looked straight at me 
with his one good eye 
and said, 
"The sun is only 
a hole in heaven, 
the moon is only 
a communist plot, 
the stars are just 
old drunks like me 
who never made 
a name for themselves, 
and the earth," 
he said, 
"is only a dream, 
a very sad, sad dream." 
and then he grabbed me 
by my arm and screamed, 
"Wake up!" 
Doug Hoist 
pocket 
pocket hush of 
smooth black brush 
of nothing dark and thick 
oh, but not nothing 
no not nothing 
only need hands around 
hands around the colors 
only need touch to know 
no not nothing 
Lisa Gatzke 
A5 
untitled 
Eyes like caverns 
ache for my touch 
Collective centuries bound up 
in frail bodies wheeled around 
Ancient orphans forgotten 
by our fast-paced world 
The system has cast these aside; 
will we let them die in its dust? 
Make creases into a smile 
light the eyes long been darkened 
And bleed a little 
for shoulders we have stood on. 
First light. Owl light. 
Blistering coal, Bracing stream. 
Belligerent entropy. Blind transgression. 
Grab frayed rope dangling over 
jagged rock. 
Glance a thousand miles below to 
fridged ocean. 
Shoving air in and out of 
faltering lung. 
Absent illumination. 
Heedless sensation. 
Nullified digression. 
john c. bollow 
DEFINITELY, .MAYBE 
Anonymous 
EASTER ALONE 
I've known death's prophet, 
Loneliness, 
he's held me here 
for three days straight 
alone. 
I've known what it is 
to create important 
things to do, 
to draw a line 
from desk to bed 
and back again, 
to play my music 
loud enough 
to drown the painful 
silence out, 
to hide the fact 
that I am here 
alone. 
I've known what it's like 
to talk to myself 
about myself 
behind my back, 
to lie motionless for days 
rereading all the desperate pleas 
I've scrawled upon the walls 
in this, my stagnant room. 
I am 
alone. 
I've known what it's like 
to run from light, 
to hold the darkness close, 
to eat, to breathe, to dance alone, 
to wake up in my clothes. 
On dark nights like these 
I believe 
the sun has been buried 
alone. 
I've known what it's like 
to think through everything, 
to stare into the eyes of hell, 
to come to one silent conclusion, 
I am fearfully and wonderfully 
alone. 
I'm waiting now 
for holy hands 
to roll away the stone. 
Doug Hoist 
Elegy for the dying farm 
Rafters protrude, jutting out like the bones of a huge skeleton. 
Damp hay, congealed grease, and pigeon droppings 
combine, creating an odor of decay. The prairie wind 
alternately beats and caresses the ancient carcass 
causing its joints to creak and moan. 
The loft of an old barn waits and remembers with a cold 
November sun shining through the cracks in the wall. 
Once this was a place of life. A bent, rusty hoop nailed to a beam 
used to be Market Square Arena, on days when garage high snow 
drifts closed the roads and school. 
Old pig feeders with peeling orange paint and rusty metal flaps 
lie forlornly on their sides beside the barn. 
The greedy with their endless hungry animals have been long 
absent, but feeders serve as their memorial. Like a mother whose 
milk has dried up; they sit not giving life, but lifeless. 
Snuffling, bumping into one another, 
boars, hogs, and gilts used to crowd in the fenced-in lot, 
under the barn's watchful eyes. Fine steeds for a daring boy, 
J r? ^  to climb the fence. His black cowboy boots were 
scuffed with white paint and his hands sore from the bristley hides. 
A grain auger dinosaur stretches its long neck of weathered metal 
to reach a hollow snout into a mastadon truck. 
The prehistoric scene stands frozen, as in a museum display. 
Lost echoes of banging, shouting, shooshing of fresh grain ring in the 
corners of the wooden bed. The motors and the men are now silent. 
A sea of golden beans, a whoop, and a jump; 
chest deep, a boy laughs out loud. Swirling, sucking like sand 
in an hour glass, he struggles against the whirlpool of grain. 
Finally, the bed is empty, but for some loose, rattling crumbs and 
a dusty, rumpled, and breathless child. 
Rippling, dark furrows once lay ready to receive the seed, 
now they are like a grave enclosing a body. Barren fields sit 
and mourn offspring unborn. In the breeze, weeds whisper in 
wicked triumph. Old, yellowed corn stalks from the past 
rustle and float like ghosts haunting the homestead of their youth. 
"Never gonna see me again," a screen door slaps shut. 
A row of green stalks tower to form a lonely tunnel with a leafy 
f dirt. Thin, sharp blades tug and grab at his jacket 
A takes root and grows. With the wind howling in his ears, 
frightened feet rush him blindly back to the welcoming bosom of home. 
The Epitaph 
Here on the deathbed of the midwest lies 
the simple soul of the small farm quietly gasping its last breaths, 
slowly dying field by field, home by home. 
The country church and school gaze knowingly from their graves, 
while the village begins to realize it will be the next to suffer 
this cruel fate. 
A young man travels familiar gravel and blacktop which take him 
to his childhood home; the family farm. After the neon colors of the 
city, rural buildings seem faded and pale. The bustle of men doing 
chores and the rumbling of trucks has been replaced by an uneasy 
quiet, broken only by the occasional bang of a loose board in the 
ever restless wind. 
The breath has not left the frame of the farm, but the boyish man 
catches a whiff of decay in the air. He knows the life that he so fondly 
reminiscences about will soon pass away forever. The present is already 
so changed it barely resembles his days of youth. Yet this synthesis 
of man and land will not pass unmourned, it will always 
live in memory. 
jeff kiger 
Old Hen Fishing 
The sun burns off the early-morning fog 
and they are standing there 
Tackle boxes at their feet on the gnarled boards of the dock 
Lines running down into the water, 
Motionless, waiting for fish. 
No one ever disturbs the silence— 
Only the screeching of seagulls echoes across the lake. 
Sunburnt arms hold the long poles patiently 
While eyes stare into the water, 
Straining for a flash of silver beneath the surface. 
In all the years I have watched, 
I have never known these old men fishing 
To triumph—but they must. 
For they stand there every day, 
Straining motionless, watching the water, 
Waiting for fish. 
David Deardorff 
AS A LITTLE GIRL 
She was fair-skinned 
and fragile 
and free from decisions, 
bathed in summer sun 
while lying down 
near cool pools 
of shadows 
under timeless trees. 
And you and I 
were there 
in songs sung for 
imaginary friends; 
She thought of you 
while dolls slept safely 
in her arms. 
And she was 
infinite 
and beautiful, 
and innocence 
ran its fingers 
through her curls 
when your mother was 
a little girl. 
Doug Hoist 
.20 
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Predestined? 
A sun is burning bright 
On worlds beyond our sight 
Each with its own human favor 
Its own Devil, its own Savior 
The people fail to learn 
And watch their countries burn 
Fighting for some unknown cause 
So when they're dead they can say "I was right." 
Foolish 
A dead man tells no tales 
Except for when he's failed 
All his good deeds soon forgotten 
Sins persist when corpse is rotten 
How can you justify 
These judgements in your eyes 
Thinking that you're somehow better 
Than these men you murder with your words and lies 
Foolish 
So tell me 
What is the point of it all 
If from the beginning, God meant for man to fall 
Is there really anything that I can say or do 
To make a change in this world, to make a change in you 
Or am I just being foolish 
Rob Thomas 
21 
Poem in Three Forms 
(in reference to The Picture of Dorian Gray, 
by Oscar Wilde) 
But I disagree. Lord Henry 
The price I pay builds with time 
and towers far too high 
for this particular sensation 
But I disagree, Lord Henry 
If nothing wrong is in my sins 
my little, common sins 
then no right is found in goodness 
What is it about 
young, perfect innocence 
that lures depravity 
and attracts corruption so 
What about corruption 
what dark facet of depravity 
calls out, grasps 
innocent perfection 
and makes it old. 
Lord Henry, I disagree! 
If youth is life's highest treasure 
why would it be given 
Given only 
to those so young 
If all youth rhymes with promised pleasure 
why is the rhyming driven 
Driven deeply 
to black complexity, into corrupted age 
where no new songs are sung. 
(Dorian still goes 
Dorian will always go) 
(Dorian still goes 
Dorian will always go) 
(Dorian still goes 
Dorian will always go) 
Scott G. McGlasson 
The Other Side of the Fence 
Light flashes across the road. 
Over a clover pasture, tramps a boy 
through a gate. 
Behind him, a padlock dangles. 
A young horse snorts and runs off, 
sliding to a halt inches from 
the gate. Nostrils dilated, 
staring at the boy among 
the shadows. 
Young muzzle nudges the gate, 
chains rattle 
to the ground. 
Startled, he runs in a circle and 
back, eyes illuminated by 
the moving lights. 
Older horses stop pulling grass 
and look at their young friend, escaping 
the paddock. 
Digging their hooves 
in the ground, they follow. 
Hesitation on a black, hard 
surface on which their hooves echo. 
Headlights hum forward 
toward the three horses, 
two take off running. 
The white one lunges for safety, 
reaching death. 
Maria Koelsch 
Out of Place 
Like the West-minded White man 
uprooting the innocent Indian 
from his home, 
I set effortlesly 
pulling weeds 
which struggle for sunlight 
through cracked concrete. 
Mindless labor nurtures thought 
and I wonder 
why 
it is God's gentle workmanship 
which man views as 
misplaced 
as it sings 
green glory to its Maker 
while man's harsh handiwork 
crumbles 
out of place. 
Linda Brubaker 
23 
untitled 
( for the director of music, 
in a foreign language.) 
Who among the flocks 
of the hills 
Among the sheep 
who walk with me through the fields 
Of all these, who can recall 
my stairways? 
Which of them have seen 
my innermost rooms? 
They have looked in my 
windows 
And said "we have seen" 
While the dust grows 
deep on my threshold 
And even among them 
I am alone 
Scott G. McGlasson 
Words can swing 
Words you speak 
Like a pendulum swings 
First one end 
Now the other 
But always moving too close 
The blade that swings at my throat 
I can see at its extremes 
But I feel it 
When your words fall in between 
John Bachman 
.24 
—— 
color contrasting, 
a shock 
of yellow 
a bit of 
brown 
a red tint 
or a dark 
black 
fine strands 
the roots 
are vibrant 
the ends 
are 
dead 
elyce anne elder 
the unrepresented — 
Kids are beaten up tonight 
and X want to let it 
burn my heart away; 
Let the anger seeth and tear 
at my apathetic conscience. 
We're sleeping while they can't 
for fear that Daddy will get 
into bed with them. 
How can we cloister ourselves, 
cover our eyes, 
and speak and hear no evil? 
Yeah, let them be damned to 
this bastard existence 
— "that's the way it goes." 
Thus have we made our world, 
and when it comes crashing down in 
the space of eternity, 
what will we say to Him? 
john c. bollow 
25 
— 
The Burden of an Overactive Mind 
At a stale yellow stop light 
My eyes were fixed on the nearby mailbox 
where rapelling spiders learned courage at the wind's desire. 
A tap from the horn behind me temporarily brought me back. 
The song on the radio put me out again as 
photo-like memories of my forgotten childhood playmate, my once 
effervescent grandmother, and my high school sweetheart overwhelmed me. 
Then Sammy Hagaar came to the rescue. 
At home, the tiny rocking horse rocked hypnotically while 
brilliant thoughts of the future formed a kaleidescope which 
shifted into shades of pink 
then to my surprise, 
stark blackness, 
as the familiar voice interrupted my romantic tendencies. 
Oh no! 
It's time for bed again. Who will rescue me now? 
The sheep on the border long to sleep as I count them . . . 
Lynette Dyson 
Liquid Moons 
Olives dripping from a moist ceiling 
Plop like full fat frogs upon the floor 
Carelessly walking in them, 
I squish them between my toes 
and turn my toenails green 
My feet I scrub— 
Night to night— 
In vain. 
A hand takes my green-nailed feet 
And dips them in liquid moons 
Dawn M. Keller 
^.26 
carrying flowers, 
cut out of glass, 
forward, but into 
confusion, 
the flowers wilt, 
then fall, then 
shatter. . . 
at my feet. 
tears come to my eyes, 
as I kneel down 
and try to recapture 
the beauty, the moment. 
but I'm bleeding, 
from the glass fragments. 
but I keep trying, 
hoping someday you'll 
understand 
that I'm trying-
I really am. 
Tammy Hittle 
TAPESTRY 
The Tapestry unfolds, 
revealing, 
Layer, 
by layer, 
sea shells, 
mountains, 
rocks, 
skeletons frozen in time. 
Remembrances 
of the past. 
Layer, 
by layer, 
the Tapestry unfolds, 
hinting secrets, 
and forgotten tales. 
We follow the patterns 
until the tapestry 
folds... 
again, 
for another century. 
Bonnie MacLeish 
— 
Definitions 
Cheese Whiz, monster trucks, and game shows 
that's class 
harlequin romances, soap operas, and computer dating services 
that's romance 
plastic utentsils, plastic fruit, and wine coolers 
that's dinner 
glitter, spotlights, and bullhorns 
that's subtlety 
artifical, imitation, and fake 
that's reality 
jeff kiger 
Screaming Red 
True love is a force 
That drives one to writing 
On desktops. Bold graffiti 
screaming red. 
John Bachman 
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Whatever Seen Whatever Found 
teacups and breakfast things 
organize the table cloth 
little boys and little girls 
say 'please, please' to be excused 
clean up go brush your teeth 
realize you're not on time 
see the girls chase the boys 
on little legs to make the bus...stop 
go eat and go to class 
cutouts claim the windowsill 
sunlight unfascinates 
from picture books and Jack and Jill 
bodies of younger minds 
scatter leaves all over town 
little hands investigate 
whatever seen whatever found 
wait up don't go so fast 
baby birds may learn to fly 
see the senses agitate 
forever ask the reason why 
good luck and we may find 
hidden treasure buried deep 
I never hallucinate 
we have adventures when we sleep 
rivers go rushing past 
trees can be the neatest things 
rodents—I can relate 
why don't fishes grow some wings 
treehouse of finest pine 
exclude a grownup hide the words 
secrets decapitate 
the Dragon (story seldom heard) 
see them they'll always last 
don't understand your worried plans 
no need to reinstate 
fraternize with perfect man 
return to days behind 
in tiny ways of certain mind 
nothing articulates 
of rivers running chasing kites 
* * * * * 
* * * * *  
Scott G. McGlasson 
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One's own numerology-
One 
Most stable, most flexible. 
Addition? 
In human terms, two is 
one and one other. 
Unsubtractable, for in human terms 
that would be nothing, no self. 
One is constant, in human terms. 
From cradle to casket, we can be 
surrounded by others, but ultimately 
one is one. 
Debbie Kahn 
Eloquence of Anger 
In the eloquence 
of anger 
tongues 
dance 
with 
desire 
tempting fury 
as the 
mouthmimics 
themindwhich 
betrays 
the 
heart. 
Linda Brubaker 
Their mouths 
are moving 
but they 
say nothing 
Their words 
are just 
words with 
no meaning 
Their minds 
are void 
Their thoughts 
are dead 
elyce anne elder 
.32 
tfSki-—— 
In December It Bains 
In December 
The world is gray 
(As i am often gray) 
Outside the sky wants to rain 
And deep inside i, gray i, wish for rain 
Perhaps if i were to ask the sky, 
"Rain, please rain!" 
The sky would comply 
Sometimes, it seems. 
The sunniest of days is the saddest 
(The sun asks too much of me). 
But now the world is rarely wrapped 
In blue and never warm 
(I wrap myself in a tattered, dirty overcoat). 
"Soak me, Rain! Do not hold back! Rain, cover me! Chill me!" 
i will walk, shivering, to my home and linger outside the door. 
I knew a poet who, calling the world puddle-wonderful. 
Made me ache with regret 
That i had not said it first. 
John Bachman 
Balances 
I am the C sharp from a saxophone 
In the wind and stars— 
Summertime rain falling 
Into a crystal goblet of bright wine 
I am the faded quilt draped around the 
Frail frame of a living antique 
A hot shower's warm and clinging steam 
I fog the mirror; 
Hide nakedness 
I am a rainbow trout 
Gasping for river from 
sun-warmed stones on the shore. 
Touch me, throw me back 
And I leave my scales on your hands. 
David Deardorff 
The dream 
I dreamed 
I dreamed last 
I dreamed last night 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing himself 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing himself, while begging 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing himself, while begging for me 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing himself, while begging for me to stop 
I dreamed last night of an old enemy slowly killing himself, while begging for me to stop him. 
jeff kiger 
Disheartened 
I loved hard 
but held his heart loosely. 
Only after it slipped did I question the firmness of my grip. 
I longed to go back to regain some grasp, to cling tightly to that 
object I once felt pulsating in my hands. 
In a moment's time the pulsating ceased and the heart went seeping 
through my fingers into the mud. 
Slithering stealthily, crimson streaming into the abysmal brown earth, 
I watched it disappear before my eyes. 
I laughed with you the next day. 
In my disillusionment I couldn't bear to tell you the truth about the 
object I once held— 
You would label me irresponsible or say that I never held it at all. 
I knew I held it right; 
I loved hard, but held it simply. 
And I could not regret having felt the heartbeat, 
having touched and carried the lifeblood. 
Though I do reject any analytical solutions which try to pen the 
mysterious disappearance of the heart which would not be held by anyone 
Lynette Dyson 
MIST IN THE MIRROR — 
(I. Cor. 13:12) 
A cat's eye moon 
with grey cloud brow 
overtakes me. 
I am standing 
beneath blackness 
or is it navy blue? 
All my pores 
open 
to catch the wind 
And a tear trickles 
in the sharpness 
unemotionally. 
What moves me now? 
You are here 
in these extremes. 
All contrasts, all differences 
shout Your glory 
and the seasons speak redemption. 
All, they meet: 
a meek, old night 
lets morning come in. 
the trees' covering 
makes reconciliation for its pomp 
on the humble grass, dying. 
and as I kick through those leaves 
they are clapping, 
while the father trees stand 
in unending ovation of Yourself. 
This I try to catch 
as these grey days drag on: 
the dim reflection. 
Not a glimpse; I know 
I would be struck dead 
at the sight 
But rather 
like the aged mirror 
that can't be wiped clean. 
john c. bollow 
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Contrast 
When sifting darkness in 
a bright room, 
bar float down. 
Intriguing and intricate 
Wrought iron or silt 
Pepper on snow 
Crushed charcoal in cotton. 
Dark on dark is just dark but 
Dark on light strikes edges 
Joan Buzzard 
WHETHERMAN 
Proud fires may rage, and fill the air with soot. 
Disdainful winds could whisper for a while. 
The timid earth might tremble underfoot. 
Deceptive seas can cover reefs with smiles. 
Snows will come, and freeze their hearts and minds, 
(He will not bend to play the leper's role) 
Rains will fall, and blur his written lines, 
(They cannot flood a true untroubled soul.) 
Whether they send fog to cloud his sight, 
Or whether they make sunshine their facade, 
They seek to splinter rainbows from pure light: 
He speaks to answer no one but his God. 
And when proud fires are scorched by Fire above 
Then he will ride the heavens with the Dove. 
Thorn Verratti 
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Keeping Free 
I cannot let my teeth show 
or breathe out incarnations that are mine 
For teeth and thoughts are presents 
and you might think you have me in your hand 
I won't tell how I slept once 
damp, beneath a starry, starry night 
Or how I felt the weight 
of just one word 
I must only move in thick straight lines 
not in laughter, not in pearls 
Have eyes that only really see 
the creases on the instep and the toes 
I cannot let my teeth show 
or breathe out incarnations that are mine 
For teeth and thoughts are presents 
and you might think you have me in your hand. 
Lisa Gatzke 
"I looked up alone" 
I looked up "alone" in the thesaurus today 
and I found: 
"Alone: Adj., one, sole, lone, single, solitary; 
individual, apart; unaccompanied, unattended; 
singular, odd, unique, isolated; insular." 
I looked myself up in the thesaurus today 
and I found myself alone. 
John Bachman 
J7 
Reflections on the jungle gym 
Silence 
broken only by 
infrequent hum of cars 
periodic whoosh of branches 
occasional cellophane rattling across the snow. 
Darkness 
cut by 
the full moon 
streetlamps 
and 
windowlight. 
In this place I am, 
not thinking, feeling, or doing anything. 
Just being. 
Alone, yet one the trees, the snow, 
the moon. 
Debbie Kahn 
COLOR IN THE LINES 
A man and a child were given a crayon 
to color a picture of life. 
The man thought slowly and figured it out, 
creating a page full of strife. 
He drew inside lines that were heavy and dark 
never reaching beyond where he stood. 
The child created what he did not know 
he went out to color the world. 
Lisa Snapp 
September IS, 1976 September 18, 1987 
Eleven Years Ago Today 
Fifteen years ago today I remember 
straw forts, 
the Tarzan rope swinging from the apple tree, 
discovering a kaleidescope of scrap materials in the 
mysterious upstairs, 
and playing house in her red church dress and high heels. 
Thirteen years ago today I remember 
diabetic candy, 
a crocheting needle and multi-colored yarn, 
learning to make homemade noodles and cinnamon applesauce, 
and watching her apply the coral make up before we went to 
church. 
Eleven years ago today I remember 
a crown broach, 
the lace pillow with "grandma" written in gold hidden 
amongst ten red roses, 
hearing organ music accompanying muffled sobs, 
and clutching the multi-colored afghan we crocheted 
together. 
Lynette Dyson 
sara at the mirror 
hello nanci. nice to see you dear, you look peaked today. 
you've been worrying too much, yes you have, i've lived 
long enough to notice, you've been worrying about those 
dogs of yours haven't you? how to get them out of your room 
without anyone seeing, dogs need to run after all. you're right. 
you're afraid they won't understand, "keep those 
dogs tied up! they'll tear up the neighborhood, tear up 
the world if you let them." you just never mind them nanci. 
you just love those dogs most of all and never mind them. 
maybe one of them will look out his window someday and see 
one of your dogs running in the sun or the rain, maybe 
he'll say "what a lovely creature." maybe he'll send his 
dogs out to run with yours, god knows what could happen. 
but you just go and let those dogs out. let them run 
barking through the halls, dogs need to run that's what i 
say. 
Detached from my body, 
i further scan 
the page and 
breathe in the shell 
of someone else's 
body clothed in 
a dress of symbols 
i immerse myself 
deeper and deeper 
i live the 
life in print. 
Lisa Gatzke 
elyce anne elder 
Done with Mirrors 
When styrofoam children behind silvered sunglases 
Stare vacantly through eyes in the palms of their hands 
Rivets fall like shotgunned pheasants 
Onto the burnt-out neon streets 
This does not concern those of us 
Whose lug nuts are on tight 
We live in our reflections, ensuring 
That the seams on the whites of our eyes 
Remain in hidden from the television's view 
David Deardorff 
In 
And 
Tearing at the seams of twilight 
Staring face to face out of nowhere 
Oh, Eastern visions burn so bright 
your eyes, tomorrow is there. 
Burning on a gold-stringled lyre 
Enchanting with the music you play 
Oh, to feel the touch of your fire, 
greet you as night turns to day. 
I pray for always the light to be ^ 
Radiating me with His glow. For it is from 
will stronger and better be 
you all good things flow. 
Brian Montgomery 
THE GHOST (For Vincent Van Gogh) 
This is for a ghost I saw 
still hanging from a tree 
three weeks after Halloween, 
just a sign of neglect 
scaring no one. 
This is for our plans gone bad, 
for the wedding of Miss Havisham, 
for all our spoiled, soured schemes, 
for all our bright-eyed, stillborn dreams, 
for missionaries killed in foreign lands, 
for confused prophets killed by their own hands. 
This is for the beautiful madman of Aries, 
and for the spark that set 
the backwoods of his mind ablaze, 
and for the burning fury 
that his will could not restrain, 
and for an artist's love 
in a hateful world afraid of itself. 
This is for the hollow cathedral of his heart, 
and for the vacant storefront of my soul, 
and for a ghost I saw 
still hanging from a tree 
three weeks after Halloween, 
just a sign of neglect 
scaring only me. 
Dust 
something frightening in dust 
nothing to touch 
no satin to smooth 
no pints that draw blood 
no hats to place firm on my head 
nothing dead in dust to dust 
to thoughts of stars 
to brains of choirs 
to vague hats floating loosely in the wind 
Doug Hoist 
Lisa Gatzke 


Maybe Tomorrow 
It's raining again. I hate when it rains and I have to go out and pump gas. It's cold, 
too, so I wear these dirty old leather gloves so my hands won't freeze. They smell like gas 
real bad but they keep my hands warm. 
The bell rings and I go outside to see who's pulled in. It's a skinny man with yellow 
teeth. He's saying something about some sponge thing under the hood that keeps filling up 
with water and making his car stall. I am clueless. Our truck stop doesn't deal with 
repairs, just gas, I tell him. Try the 110 Truck Stop off of Exit 22, I suggest. He 
doesn't want a fill-up or anything; so I leave him alone. Going back inside (where it isn't 
much warmer), I sit down behind the counter to read the Sunday comics. It's about 7:30-ish 
and the dinner crowd at the diner next door is letting up; so I should have some time to 
look at the paper. Between Garfield and Doonesbury I sell two packs of Camels and an 
unbreakable comb to a big black guy in a ripped jacket. People walk in from the diner to 
use the phones. We have three and one of them is a collect call phone. I've always wanted 
to walk up to one of those and call someone in Tokyo. Maybe tomorrow. 
I'm just getting ready to look at Spiderman when I see dim headlights coming up to the 
window. I hear a door slam and in comes this young preppy looking guy with a blond bowl 
haircut. 
"The Rabbit just died," he says, frowning. "No pun intended. Do you do repairs?" I 
shake my head and tell him the same thing I told the skinny guy with the yellow teeth. The 
blond thinks a minute, then asks, "Could I use your phone to call Triple A?" I push the 
desk phone over to him and he dials a number from a worn business card he gets from his 
wallet. While he's talking, I spot two girls walking in. I can tell right away that they 
are with him. They don't look like the type that usually hang out in truck stops; they look 
like people that only stop by when they are forced to—like if someone needs to use the 
bathroom or something. 
The girls wear ski jackets and both their back pockets have Guess labels on them. After 
looking the place over, they wrinkle up their noses and head for the restroom. In the 
meantime, the blond takes off his Levi jacket and I can see "Yacht Club" sewn onto his 
sweater. He is giving the location of the truck stop into the phone so he can get a tow for 
his car. The girls step out of the bathroom a few minutes later, and I smell strong perfume 
come out with them. Soon I am feeling really dizzy and am glad when the bell rings so I can 
get some fresh air. 
The rain is now a fine mist. There sits a station wagon full of luggage, kids and a 
dirty Lassie-type dog. A tired looking mom tries to hurry one of the kids inside the 
building but the boy throws up halfway to the door. I hate that. Mom wipes the crying 
kid's mouth with a Kleenex and gets him inside. I only hope they make it to the bathroom, I 
think as I hose off the pavement. Dad asks me for a fill-up and then disappears under the 
open hood of the car. While I'm pumping the gas, the other two kids in the car and the dog 
press their noses against the fingerprinted window, watching my every move. One girl of 
about six with messed up hair sticks her tongue out at me and the dog starts barking. I 
ignore them and pretend to be very interested in the moving numbers on the gas pump, when 
the tank is full, I tell Dad the amount he owes me. He follows me inside and asks for a 
receipt. The two little kids come, too. The dog stays in the car, whining and scratching. 
The inside of the truck stop still smells like perfume, even though the preppies are 
nowhere in sight. Mom and the sick boy are sitting by the vending machine, both looking 
very weak. The girl who stuck her tongue out starts saying in a sing song voice, "Tommy 
threw up. Tommy threw up." The little boy starts crying again, and Mom holds him close, 
whispering in his ear. Poor kid. He probably feels pretty rotten and now he's got to get 
back into the car. Dad whacks the girl on the arm and takes the receipt from me. The 
family heads out the door, the brat screaming for candy from the vending machine. The other 
little girl smiles and waves goodbye to me. I grin and give her a wink. 
I feel thirsty. I put some coins into the Pepsi machine and push the button for a 
Mountain Dew. The soda is nice and cold, and I open up the newspaper again, looking for 
Spiderman. Judas Priest canes on the radio and I turn it up loud. It's no repeat weekend 
on WROC—I like that. It makes my shift go by easier. 
Truckers come in and out of the diner; to use the phones, to use the restroam, to shoot 
the breeze. Usually every Sunday night this guy named Eddie comes through here on this way 
to Detroit— he's pretty cool. We talk about girls and cars (mostly about girls). 
Supposedly he's done it with over 200 chicks, but I doubt it. Eddie's not much to look 
at—kind of fat and has really bad breath. I wonder where he is tonight. Maybe he didn't 
have time to stop in this week. Too bad—I kinda get into those discussions. 
I pump gas on and off for the next two hours. It's raining again—only harder now, and 
I can feel my hair getting plastered to the back of my neck. My baseball cap doesn't help 
to keep my head dry; the rain is blowing sideways. 
I go back inside and try to warm up. My nose is running so I go to the bathroom for 
some toilet paper. I find a wallet on the sink but no toilet paper. I wipe my nose on my 
sleeve and go through the wallet. No I.D., just some business cards with phone numbers 
penciled on the backs. There is $7.00 in one dollar bills, also. I think about pocketing 
the cash, but decide that I would feel funny about it later. I go behind the counter and 
toss the wallet into the Lost-n-Found brown grocery sack, along with a navy blue left glove 
and a pair of cracked sunglasses. 
I hear someone coughing—a real gross hacking—and I look up to see a hunched over old 
man dragging in from the diner. His face is all stubbly and dirty. In a hoarse voice, he 
asks me for cough drops and I sell him a bag of Halls (menthol flavor). He pops one in his 
mouth and throws the wrapper on the floor. I give him a look because I have to keep this 
place somewhat clean, and I sure as heck don't want to pick up anymore trash than I have to. 
My death stares do no good. The guy just plops down next to the vending machine and starts 
rambling. He doesn't seem to be talking to anyone in particular; so I flip through the 
sports section, looking for football scores. Every once in a while I catch bits of "Aunt 
Sadie" this and "Uncle Frank" that, but basically I tune him out. The radio is still pretty 
loud—Dokkin is on. The next time I look up the old man is asleep, leaning against the 
vending machine. He is twitching and making funny sounds and I consider waking him up. 
Soon he is yelling something about it not begin his fault the drain pipes are blocked. His 
own shouting wakes him up and he gets to his feet. He goes out the door into the rain, 
crying. I watch him go and wonder if he is on drugs or something. 
I am done with the paper, so I just sit and watch the clock. My eyes are tired and I 
have a mild headache. It's 11:34 and my shift will be over in exactly 26 minutes. If I 
have some more money I will buy another Mountain Dew, but unfortunately I only come up with 
twelve cents and some lint. Cracking my knuckles, I decide to see how long I can hold my 
breath. I only last a minute and seven seconds. After that, I doze off because the next 
thing I know, Dan is shaking me awake. He works the 12:00 to 7:00 a.m. shift. He says it 
is peaceful and he gets a lot of reading done. I'm not much for reading. Books don't hold 
my interest. Dan says goodnight and I walk through the rain to the parking lot for 
attendants and diner workers out back, stepping into a big puddle on the way. I climb into 
my rusty Dodge pickup and head for home. WROC has a boring talk show on now. I turn off 
the radio and hope that it doesn't rain tomorrow. 
Janet Bendure 
Natural Incidents 
I 
"Did I do something illegal?" 
"You play these dumb little games, and then you push things too far " 
"Can I borrow a quarter?" 
"I'm not even listening, so don't talk to me." 
"Okay " 
"Don't try to rationalize it, Phil; I don't want to hear it." 
"You're just saying that. Actually, you're dying to know my excuse—" 
"Shut up!" 
"If you insist." One thing I've discovered about women—they never really know what 
they want. 
"What's Shawn's last name?" Sara was no exception. 
"Where?" 
"Don't you mean 'who?'" 
"If you say so." 
"So what's his name?" 
"Zaret." Shawn and I met at the American Cafe a few weeks ago; the only thing we have 
in common is that we're both Detroit natives. 
"Funny name. What do you want to do tonight." 
"Hey, have you ever had cream of crab soup? I know this place in Annapolis—" 
"You really want to drive all the way to Annapolis just for some soup?" 
"—a nice little cafe—not just for soup, but for dinner too—" 
"And then what?" 
"—you can get the swordfish steak, and then we could go over to Shawn's—" 
"What does Shawn have to do with dinner in Annapolis?" 
"I don't know. You brought him up first." 
"He doesn't even live anywhere near Annapolis, anyway." 
"And neither," I arched my eyebrows conspiringly "do we." 
She ignored me and continued, "Maybe we could call him and have him meet us there." 
"Yeah, and we could tell her to bring what's-her-name, the one from Georgetown that he 
met last weekend." 
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"No." 
"Why not?" 
"She bleaches her hair." 
Good reason. "Then how about one of the other ones he strings along?" 
"They're all so...so...." 
"So what?" 
I knew what she meant. Most of the women Shawn dates remind me of holograms. They look 
three-dimensional, but when you try to get to know them, you realize that what you're seiing 
is just a clever illusion. "Well, that idea's out. If you'd rather, we could go to Dulles 
and watch the planes come in." 
"Annapolis was a better idea. Maybe the Navy'11 be having submarine races." That was 
an inside joke between Sara and her father. He had been in the Navy, in the Academy at 
Annapolis, and used to tell her stories about taking her mother to watch the submarine 
regattas. For years she believed he was telling her the truth. 
"Have you ever gone sailing at night?" I had, one summer vacation on Lake Huron, and it 
was a lonely, detached, romantic experience, like walking big city streets at four in the 
morning. 
"It's not windy enough." 
"Not here, but maybe it is there." 
"Can't you think of anything else to do?" 
"Did your father call today?" 
"Yes. He's coming down next weekend. Wants to take us out to dinner." 
"Great! When he comes, we could go to this cafe in Annapolis " 
"I thought we were doing that tonight!" 
"We can't. My car is in the shop." 
"Oh. Then why are you wasting my time talking about going for cream of crab soup?" 
"Who says it's wasted time? You?" 
"What did I just say?" 
"Is that what you think?" 
"Sometimes. Why don't we go to the zoo? We haven't been there all summer." 
"I think it closes at six on weekdays. It's too late to go today." 
"Then call Shawn." 
"What should I tell him?" 
"I don't know. You'll think of something." 
"I always do, don't I?" 
II 
"Back when I was in high school, during the summer between my junior and senior years, I 
went out with this girl named Laura. She was very quiet, very intelligent, and to me, very 
beautiful." 
"And I'm not?" 
"Laura, and for that matter, every other woman on the face of the planet, cannot begin 
to compare with you, every man's Venus, the personification of all that is beauty—" 
"Watch yourself...." 
"—intellectually huge, the ideal woman—may I kiss your feet?" 
"Stop it." 
"Sorry. Anyway, Laura was not typical. She was a very private person, but by choice. 
She was friendly enough, but never really shared anything about herself. She intrigued me; 
I guess that's why I asked her out." 
"And what did you discover, Casanova?" 
"Nothing. Absolutely nothing. We went out a couple times each week for a few months, 
and that was it." 
"Did you have a fight?" 
"No. It was strange—we got along fine, had a lot of good talks, but for some reason, 
she didn't really seem interested in me." 
"I can't understand why not!" 
"Sarcasm will get you nowhere. I don't mean to sound egocentric or anything; it's just 
that we had no problems talking and we shared similar interests, but she never took any 
initiative. I never knew how she felt about anything. Especially not me." 
"Why was she like that?" 
"I still don't know." 
"So what finally happened?" 
"I stopped calling her. I wanted to see if she valued our friendship enough to call 
me." 
"And she never did." 
"No, but the first week of our senior year, I ran into her in the hall. She acted like 
nothing had ever happened over the summer, like the only place she had ever seen me before 
was in school." 
"Phil, is there a point to you telling me this?" 
"Of course. There's always a point to everything." 
"Then what is it?" 
"I don't know. I never figured it out." 
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Ill 
"Do you really think I'm beautiful?" 
We were finally in Annapolis, not with her father—some business came up and he never 
came out—or with Shawn, but by ourselves. We drove out on a whim, which is how we made 
most of our decisions that summer. After a late dinner at a wharfside restaurant, we walked 
down to the docks, found a bench with a clear view of the bay, and sat close together, my 
arm around her shoulders. The water was motionless, reflecting the boats moored in the bay; 
there was no fog that night. I was silent, looking out into the darkness, until I felt her' 
head turn so she could look at me, to see if I had heard her or if I was oblivious to her 
question. 
"Yes." 
"Why? Don't think I am." 
"Most beautiful people never do." 
"But you do?" 
"Yes," I lied. How else was I supposed to answer? I didn't know her well enough to 
make the judgment she was asking for. Even so, whether I meant it or not, I would have 
answered the same way. Some questions should never be asked. 
"Let's walk a while," I said, hoping to avoid any more loaded inquiries from Sara. 
"Where to?" 
IV 
"Phil?" 
"Yes?" 
"What are you going to do after grad school?" 
"Besides marry you, have lots of children, and live in a little house in the country, 
with three wide-eyed cocker spaniels, a Buick station wagon, and the required white picket 
fence?" 
"Be serious. Do you think you'll ever come back here?" 
"To D.C.? I haven't given it much thought. I guess not." 
"Why not? I thought you liked it here." 
"It's tolerable." 
"What's wrong with it? I like it a lot better than Indianapolis!" 
"Nothing's wrong with it; the city's incredible. It's the people—" 
"What's wrong with them?" 
"I don't have enough in common with them to spend the rest of my life around here." 
"What do you mean?" 
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"They're chasing things that scare me." 
"Like what?" 
"Things that X couldn't control if I possessed; power, mostly. You know; the power to 
do justice, to bring some sort of equality to life—" 
"What's so frightening about that?" 
"No one can handle the responsibility that comes with that kind of power. And besides, 
people can't cope with equality. Greed takes care of that." 
"Quite the pessimist, aren't you?" 
"Just being realistic. We say life isn't fair, but our egos couldn't handle it if it 
was." 
"I have a hard time believing that. People aren't all as bad as you say." 
"Most of the ones I know are." 
"Do you think I am?" 
"I don't exempt anyone—not you, not myself. Especially not myself." 
"I'll give you the benefit of the doubt and not take that personally." 
"I certainly didn't mean it that way." 
"So what will you do once you get your master's? Join the Peace Corps?" 
"Now that's an option! I wonder...." 
"Get real. Have you ever thought about it?" 
"Of course I've thought about it. I've thought about it a lot." 
"And?" 
"And I'm still thinking about it a lot. I'll find a job, hopefully one that I will 
enjoy doing, and do it not necessarily because I believe in its value, but because it puts 
food on the table and pays the rent." 
"And that will satisfy you?" 
"Of course not." 
V 
"'Ten years ago we were happy people; now we just struggle and die.'" 
"What are you talking about?" 
"I have no idea. I read it in the Wall Street Journal yesterday." 
"Ten years ago we didn't even know each other, Phil. Now that you mention it, I was a 
lot happier then...." 
"Thanks." 
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"I'm kidding!" 
"Even if you are, I'm sure it's true." 
She paused, thoughtful. "Sure, I guess it is, but not because of you." 
"Maybe that's so." 
"Count on it." 
"It doesn't really matter. It's the last part, the struggling and dying I don't look 
forward to." 
"Neither do I. But there's a lot to experience during that struggle, not all of it 
painful, not all of it sad—" 
"You are wise beyond your years, grasshopper." 
"Hey, it's life. Live it, love it, or leave it." 
"That last is not an option with me. I'm not the suicidal type." 
"Good." 
I could feel her gaze as she studied my face, waiting for me to turn and say somethinq 
more. I couldn't. 
"You're going to surprise yourself, Phil. You'll see." 
"I hope you're right." 
"I am. I'm intellectually huge, remember? Even if I don't like cream of crab soup." 
"I can overlook that. Everyone has their flaws—at least you don't bleach your hair." 
Never! I'm a natural woman," she said, screwing up her face, crossing her eyes, and 
sticking her tongue out at me. 
"Like I told you before, you're beautiful," I said, putting my arm around her shoulders. 
"Thanks," she replied, smiling. Her eyes twinkled; she knew I meant it. And for the 
first time, I think she believed it. 
"Now, how about going down to Georgetown to catch the sunset?" 
David Deardorff 
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The Lady Mho Taught Respect 
"May I come in boys?" Mizz Belz would whisper in an authoriative, loving way. A scurry 
of boys would immediately dive into their bed, covering themselves in clean white sheets 
Miss Thompson washed every Saturday. But Joshua, clothed only in his underwear and a 
crimson red blush, would often be caught climbing up his bunk. He had not yet grown to the 
point where he could make one leap into bed. Mizz Belz never seemed to notice if we boys 
were completely clothed or only in our underwear. That was not the issue. "In bed, or not 
in bed?" that was the question. She was never embarrassed by our lack of clothing; 
afterall, she had 12 children of her own—10 of which were boys. In fact, we had often 
thought Mizz Belz would not blink an eye if we were all to appear in class with only our 
underwear on. 
It was only Joshua who had not yet learned that Mizz Belz was not your ordinary woman, 
or else he was at that age where one blushes at all such things. There were even times when 
Mizz Belz would rush into our shower room looking for a particular boy who had disobeyed the 
rules in some form. There we would be completely naked, answering this elderly woman's many 
questions as to the whereabouts of the particular criminal for whom she was searching. 
Occasionaly one of us would gather the courage to reply in an annoyed tone "I don't know, 
but he's not here." However, a curt answer was rare, as one is not in the position to be 
rude while in the nude. 
It was not often people would be rude to this elderly widow, whose husband had begun 
Cono, a small boarding school designed for missionary children whose parents were abroad. 
Tucked away in Iowa corn fields, Cono now served children from many background. A large 
percentage of the student body were Ethiopian. Political troubles in Ethiopia caused the 
wealthier families to flee. Thus, many Ethiopian students sought shelter in Cono. 
Cono also served as a haven for abused and neglected children. Some were from large 
cities where they got involved in some form of trouble. In other words, all the students 
attending this small rural boarding school had some deviant characteristics credited to 
their nature. I daresay my parents never had a clue as to the origins and natures of the 
students attending this school; as far as they knew, it still served as a school for 
missionary children. Actually I was the only missionary kid attending the school, but I'm 
very proud to point out that I too had a deviant nature. 
Miss Belz mothered, disciplined, taught, and loved everyone of us. There was not one 
student who did not at one time fear, hate, and love Mizz Belz. Every student, though, 
respected Mizz Belz. She commanded respect, and deserved it. Often, when a student would 
smirk at a command given by Mizz Belz, she would verbily pounce on him with the most logical 
reasons why he should respect her, and then with a physical force no other woman could 
muster, slap him across the face. The smirk would immediately slide off his face and be 
replaced with a remorseful frown. No one dared challenge this small elderly lady, who 
looked like she taught English all her life. Obviously, it was out of the question to 
challenge a lady physically, nevermind an old lady with lustrous white hair. However, this 
lady contained amazing strength, which would probably insure a decisive win for her against 
any physical opposition from us boys. 
The tongue! I never knew a tongue could be so strong and literate. A word match with 
Mizz Belz meant certain defeat and humiliation. There was not one boy who did not make the 
mistake of challenging her on this battle ground; that is when Mizz Belz permitted an 
argument to take place between herself and another boy. When a word match with Mizz Belz 
took place, which she viewed as only fair to give every boy a fleeting chance to test her 
debate skills, it would not be long before one could notice the victims thoughts swoora about 
his head, and his desperate efforts to catch the thoughts he once had so firmly organized up 
there. All such battles were quickly declared victorious for Mizz Belz. I guess there 
never really was a battle, but rather an entertaining spectacle of the challenger. 
Her mind was just as sharp and dangerous as her tongue. I think the only place she 
allowed age to enter her body was her nose and hair. She lost her sense of smell which 
still enabled some of the boys to smoke undetected, we knew she must be old; after all, her 
12 children were all accomplished doctors and lawyers according to the other staff members, we also knew she lived during the depression, because sometimes while on the way to the 
nearest shopping mall (25 miles away) she would tell us funny stories of her childhood and 
reassure us that our life was not nearly as hard as hers was. we would giggle in the 
backseat of her economy car while she would try to convince us that our lives were a bowl of 
cherries conpared to the one she lived as a little girl. If she enjoyed her life, we were 
told we had better be thankful for ours. I wish I could use a manlier word than giggle, but 
I daresay I can't. Who could imagine laughing at Mizz Belz, and living through the night. 
So we settled at giggling like little girls as she told her humorous memoirs. 
Care packages are what every boy in that school lived for. I can remember after Mizz 
Belz would let us out of English class at exactly 3:18, we would walk calmly out of her 
class until we reached the main door of the school building. Then we would all sprint 
toward the dining hall, where a small musty room was hidden along the side of a cool hall. 
It was outside this small musty room that sixty boys would gather impatiently, hopefully to 
collect mail. Sometimes the line would become so disorganized and noisy, that Mrs. 
Birchler, who was the school mail dispatcher, would amazingly raise her voice to a pitch no 
professional soprano could reach. This very feminine woman hardly ever raised her voice, 
and it was only on rare occasions that she would prove to us that she was well capable of 
it. I don't really know whether we would quiet down because of the shock that Mrs. Birchler 
actually yelled, or out of complete fear of her husband who just might be within hearing 
range. 
Unlike Mizz Belz, Mr. Birchler was one to be just plain scared of. Mr. Birchler could 
not control his temper, which was proven to many a boy on many occasions. His threats of 
bouncing a couple of us boys up and down on the concrete for tripping up his sons, who were 
the smallest brats a mind could possibly fathom, were not to be ignored. It's beyond me how 
such a mean man could pull off marrying such a nice woman. And then Mrs. Birchler had to be 
cursed with the ugliest and stupidest children a woman could possibly bare. Mrs. Birchler 
had one of the nicest faces a mail dispatcher could have. I suppose some of the wear and 
tear was visible by the grey hair budding around her small ears, that held her naturally 
bronze hair in place. The only physical trademark in her children that resembeled her was 
the even assortment of freckles dispersed around the nose and cheeks. The rest of her 
children's physical characteristics could only be credited to Mr. Birchler - they were the 
exact replica of little bulldogs. During religion class Mr. Birchler would be scoffed at 
behind his back. We found it extremely humorous that a man who walks like an ape and looks 
like a dog would dare mention evolution. 
If a boy did happen to get a care package, it presented a bit of a challenge for him to 
9et it back to his room undetected by fellows from other rooms. To do this one needed the 
assistance of his roommates, who were always very willing to give a hand. Despite superb 
scheming, a care package never got back to the room undetected. This of course meant that a 
raid would take place that night. Packages were never opened during the day, because that 
would spoil all the fun of eating your package when you should really be fast asleep. Of 
course raids were the whole fun of receiving packages. First of all, you had to pick a time 
to eat it when most people would be fast asleep; secondly, you must eat it in complete 
darkness, and, thirdly, you must eat it all that night. Most important you must not get 
caught by Miss Belz. Raids made that objective impossible. Screaming and laughing were not 
necessary to wake up our private vigilante, for she lived just down the hall. Even an 
exaggerated snore put that peace keeper in action. When she was in action we were in 
trouble. 
I remember one time we held a raid against a particular room, and in the midst of 
grabbing chunks of cake and rock candy we heard Mizz Belz ask the room next to ours what was 
going on. Immediately we hopped into the beds of the original owners and tried to lay as 
flat as possible, while the normal boys who sleep in the beds spread out on top of us trying 
to look as innocent as possible. This is very hard when you are lying on top of someone 
else, and pretending that nothing out of the ordinary is happening. It all seems so utterly 
foolish now. How on earth could we have expected Mizz Belz not to notice that each boy in 
that room looked impregnated? Upon entry Mizz Belz told each boy by name to get up and 
stand against the wall. There we all were in our underwear again, snickering as Mizz Belz 
rummaged through the room looking for a belt. She then told each of us to bend down, and 
gave each criminal ten hard whacks with the belt. The object for us here was to control our 
yelps, as we well knew that every boy in the dorm was attentively listening at the door. 
Often our yelps though, would turn into uncontrollable laughter causing another round of 
whacks until we could suppress our laughter. 
Every evening in the large dining hall we stood behind our assigned seats, and waited 
for the principal to ring the bell that allowed us to take our sets. Then we would proceed 
with the systematic singing of the Psalms, and then listen to the reading of the scriptures, 
also done in a systematic process. Following this the principal would close our time of 
disciplined fellowship with a lengthy prayer. Once this was "Amened," Mizz Belz would be 
asked to give instructional tips on table manners. They ranged from the basic "eat with 
your mouth closed" to hold your hymnal "like so" till the very last person has sung their 
last note, and then place it gently down "like so." This particular part of the dining 
ceremonial was listened to with the most attentiveness possible: after all everyone was 
assured to sit at Mizz Belz' table at least three weeks out of the school year. No one 
wanted to make a mannerly flop at Mizz Belz' table, and no one wanted to sit at Miz Belz' 
table. The agony of watching every manner at the dinner table was almost torture, and often 
resulted in nervous accident, such as missing one's mouth and placing the food in one's 
nostril instead. It was a delighted relief to sit at Mr. Birchlers table - he had the 
manners of a pig. There was one small problem though, he consumed a good portion of the 
food himself. His children also proved to be an annoyance, and shared the same bad manners 
as their father, it took a good year to have satisfactory table manners in Mizz Belz' 
school, but most of us had accomplished that difficult task. I will never know how Mr. 
Birchler after eight years of hearing Mizz Belz' instructional manners every night could not 
fail to eat without making a mess. 
Miss Belz was a devouted gardener, and would often be found working outside in her large 
garden. Sometimes she found helpers, not volunteers, but helpers. This help consisted of 
anyone passing by. If you did get the misfortune of being sighted by Mizz Belz you were 
assured a long day of back breaking work. Of course Mizz Belz thought of this as an 
excellent chance of getting to know her boys better. This was one of the pleasanter aspects 
of helping Mizz Belz in the garden. Afterward she would thank you for helping her, and then 
tell you it was very nice talking to you. In reality the privilege was all ours: she had a 
way of making you feel wanted and intelligent. To this very day I cherish ray talks with 
Mizz Belz in the garden. 
Cory Walsh 
Amie's Dinner 
"Can I help you?" 
"Urn, two cheeseburgers with plenty of onions." 
Yeah, onions. On meat. Can't get much more symbolic than that. Cheeseburgers. Just 
perfect. Everything is so cheesey nowadays. Cheesey advertisements, cheesey "art," 
cheesey-looking clothes, cheesey people, cheesey poems written to guys named Rick. Yeah. 
An entire life summed up by a slimey, green-grey thing that makes people cry and leave the 
room, sliced up and heaped on the mutilated, burned flesh of a stupid, pointless animal like 
the cow. And then, oh, man, then...it's smothered (no), conquered (no), ground under the 
greasey foot of a layer of the symbol of a bad. . . a very bad love poem, entitled "To 
Rick." Nothing could be more pitiful than a life like this. 
And what really takes it is, they try to cover it, make it look better, and with a 
sponge that has the value of a brown paper wrapper. Fools! They could at least show some . 
. . some shame, and just give it to you in a sack. That's what I hate about people. Always 
trying to cover it up, put it in a "nice, soft sesame-seed bun." They're not fooling any 
one! Not me, anyway. Probably other people. Yeah, people are so slow! Stupid and slow 
They think slow, too, so confoundedly slow it's hard to bel-
"What?" 
"Um, two cheeseburgers with onions, please." 
Scott McGlasson 
^.56 
Hooks and Fences 
Robby was a seven year old boy. And being only seven he could hardly be expected to be 
responsible enough to pack his own clothes for a family trip to his uncle Harry's lakeside 
cabin for the weekend. Which was precisely why he was outside in the backyard, balancing 
himself on the thin white fence that separated their backyard from the neighbor's farming 
property. It was a challenge for him to be up there, walking the fence like some child 
prodigy of the tightrope. It had only been five days since his last attempt at traversing 
the length of the fence, at which time he had taken a nasty fall, straddling the fence as he 
fell and badly bruising the inside of his left thigh as he tumbled over into the farmer's 
property. When he had ran into the house, crying, his mother didn't have the heart to spank 
him for walking the fence, which was of course forbidden to all seven year old members of 
the family. But she certainly didn't spare him any harsh words. Especially when she saw 
(and smelled) the cow manure which had cushioned Robby's fall, and was now smeared down the 
length of his right pant leg and splattered in specks across the rest of his body. She 
swore to God that if she ever caught him on that fence again she would give him the beating 
of his life. He of course swore that he would never walk the fence again, and that he had 
learned his lesson good. Which he had. He had learned that you never walk the fence when 
Mom is looking, and if you're going to fall, make sure you don't fall in the cow flop. 
Well, Mom certainly wasn't looking now, she was too busy with packing his suitcase, and 
as the far end of the fence grew ever nearer, it looked as if Robby wasn't going to have to 
worry about which way to fall, either. His confidence was high, his senses sharp, his 
balance perfect. And as he looked down at the ground, he began to imagine that he wasn't 
walking on a fence at all, but that he was flying. The shadows of his outstretched arms 
became wings, his face's profile became that of an eagle's, and the blades of grass became 
as huge trees, dwarfed by the dizzying height at which his mighty wings had carried him. He 
wanted to fly faster, and so he began to run. Faster and faster, flying towards the big 
raspberry bush that grew at the end of the fence, now only three fence lengths away. He was 
an eagle! Flying, soaring, high above the world on a ribbon of white, balancing on the 
wind. 
Had his mother been looking at that moment she would have most certainly died of cardiac 
arrest right then and there. But she wasn't, and Robby's 'pro-keds' sneakers never missed a 
step. And as he reached the last fence length at top speed, he jumped with all of his 
might, off of the final fence post, high into the air and over the raspberry bush, with arms 
flapping and mouth squawking until he hit the dry, hard ground with a thud. 
Momentarily stunned by his less than graceful landing, Robby lay there on the ground 
staring up at the sky and reveling in his conquest of the Great Forbidden Fence. When 
suddenly he heard a faint growling noise eminate from the raspberry bush. Turning his head 
to peer into the dark recesses of the bush, he saw two yellow eyes glaring back at him. The 
growling came again, only louder this time, and as Robby reached out and shook the outer 
limbs of the bush, a black and white cat came bounding out into the open. 
It was Robespierre, his sister's cat. 
Robby hated Robespierre, and not just because his two older brothers, Scott and Larry 
hated him, but because Robespierre was a mean-tempered cat. And even though his sister Ann 
loved that cat, Robby thought that there was nothing funnier than when his two brothers 
would catch Robespierre and toss him up into the air with a stretched-out blanket. It 
worked just like a trampoline, and the could send that cat sailing twenty-five feet into the 
air sometimes. Of course they always caught him, and he never got hurt, but Ann would 
always go half crazy yelling at those boys to stop trying to kill her cat. 
Anyway, usually when Robby saw Robespierre he would scare him away with a yell or a 
handy rock, and that would be the end of it. But this time was differrent. This time 
Robespierre had something in his mouth. 
At first Robby thought that it was a small rat. And possessing the strange morbidity of 
all small boys, he was keenly interested in watching the cat disembowl and eat the small 
rodent. But as he got a closer look at the squeaking grey animal, he noticed that it had 
two very large feet. And as Robespierre lifted his mouth to hiss at his unwanted audience, 
Robby's eyes grew wide to see that what Robespierre had caught was not a rat at all, but was 
a small, baby rabbit. 
Suddenly Robby's morbid curiosity was transformed into rage. Eating rats was one thing, 
but baby bunnies were quite a different matter! He lunged at the cat, reaching for its tail 
as it darted back into the safety of the bush. Robby dropped to the ground, onto his 
stomach, and stretched his body out as far as he possibly could trying to reach a saving 
hand to the small rabbit. But it was no use, his seven-year-old arms were simply to short. 
Robby stood up to break off a long branch from the bush with which he might be able to 
prod the cat back out into the open again, when his oldest brother, Scott, came up from 
behind. 
"I saw you on that fence a while ago. You know Mom would kill you if she ever... what 
are you doing?" 
"Shh! I'm trying to get Robespierre. He's caught a baby bunny or something." 
"What? No way, really? Let me see..." 
Scott, who's fifteen-year-old arms were certainly long enough, got down upon his hands 
and knees, and seeing the cat, quickly grabbed him by the scruff of the neck and dragged him 
out of the bush. 
"Alright, drop it you stupid cat!" Scott yelled, shaking Robespierre until he dropped 
the rabbit to the ground. He flung the cat kicking and screeching across the yard. 
"Is it still alive? Is it?" Robby asked. 
"Yeah, its still alive, see?" 
There in Scott's hands lay the tiny creature. Brown eyes staring, wide with fear. 
Greyish-brown fur wet mauled from the cat's mouth. Its sides bulged so with each quick 
breath that Robby thought it might explode. 
"Let's show it to Dad." 
With much coaxing they were able to talk their parents into letting them keep the rabbit 
as a pet, and with a little more persuasion Robby was able to convince Scott that although 
the rabbit belonged to both of them, it should belong to himself more, because he had found 
it. 
They made a bed for the rabbit out of a shoe box, in which they laced pieces of carrot, 
celery, lettuce and other items of the rabbit diet, none of which the rodent would touch. 
"Why won't he eat nothing, Dad" Robby asked. 
"Well son, he's probably still in shock. That cat shook him up pretty good and he's 
going to need some time to recover. Plus, as little as he is he's still very dependent of 
his mother. Without her around he might not eat at all." 
"You mean he'll probably die?" 
"Well, maybe...maybe not. We'll just have to wait and see." 
These words were a crushing blow to Robby. Since the rescue his head had been filled 
with visions of raising his pet to a ripe old age. To suddenly learn that the rabbit might 
starve itself to death, or die from shock was not easy to talk. He stared at the shivering 
little form in the corner of the shoe box, nudging a piece of lettuce in front of its mouth. 
"Please live Bugs. Please." 
That evening they packed up the station wagon and headed for Uncle Harry's place. Most 
seven-year-olds would be thrilled with the idea of going to a place called uncle Harry's 
cabin, but Robby was more concerned about Bugs. And besides, they went to Uncle Harry's 
every year and Robby knew exactly what to expect. Contrary to childhood expectations Uncle 
Harry's place was not a log cabin like the ones Robby had seen in the Abraham Lincoln book 
at school, but was simply a small two-story house built by the side of a lake. Exactly 
which lake, Robby neither knew nor cared. He just knew that once every summer he and his 
family would go to Uncle Harry's to sleep on his lumpy beds and fish off of his pontoon boat 
for fish that they had absolutely no intentions of eating. Robby could never understand why 
anyone would fish for fish that they weren't going to eat. Where's the sport in catching a 
fish, ripping its mouth out with your hook and throwing it back so that you can catch it 
again? Maybe as he grew older these things would make more sense to him, but in the 
meantime Robby was far more concerned with his pet rabbit's health than he was with picking 
up some bait. 
Bugs still wasn't eating anything, but he was beginning to perk up a bit. And as the 
headlights of passing cars momentarily filled the back seat with light, Robby could peek 
into the shoe box and see Bugs moving around inside, breathing easier than before. 
"Your gonna be alright, aren't you Bugs?" Robby whispered. 
"What?" Larry moaned, half asleep on the seat next to him. 
"Nothing...nothing." 
Robby dozed off to sleep in the back of the station wagon, the shoe box clutched beneath 
his chin. 
He awoke the next morning in a strange bed, and after several moments of disorientation 
he realized that he was in one of the upstairs bedrooms of Uncle Harry's cabin. The events 
of the previous day suddenly flashed back into his head, and he began to search frantically 
for the shoe box. it was nowhere to be seen within the small room. Robby dashed out into 
the hallway, the cold wooden floor stinging his bare feet, and hearing the rattling noises 
of breakfast being prepared downstairs, he raced toward the stairwell at the end of the 
"Where's Bugs at?" he called out, bounding down the stairs two steps at a time. 
"You slow down on them steps young man, before you fall down and crack your head openl 
Now wouldn't that ruin everybody's weekend?" Mother yelled. 
"Where's Bugs at?" he asked again, a little more impatiently than before as he leaped 
off of the bottom step and into the kitchen. His Mother gave him one of those warning 
glances that always seem to be saying "You're pushing your luck mister!" 
"He's over there by the heater. Your father put him over there last night so's he 
wouldn't get cold. Now I think that you ought to thank him for that, don't you? After all, 
it is your pet and your responsibility." 
"Thanks Dad." Robby replied, racing to the small brown box sitting beside the heater. 
He barely noticed his father, brothers and sister sitting at the kitchen table, already 
dressed and ready for a morning of pontoon fishing. 
"Your welcome son." 
Robby gently picked up the box and lifted up the lid. Bugs was still alive! Not only 
that, but he had eaten nearly half of a leaf of lettuce during the night. 
"I think Bugs is feeling better!" he shouted happily to his father. "He's eating his 
lettuce at least." 
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Robby didn't get it. He was still thinking about the flying saucer people. 
("It's just a human son, don't you get it?") 
He threw the rest of his twinkie into the water. 
When they arrived back at the cabin later that afternoon, everybody went inside to watch 
Uncle Harry's T.V., but Robby stayed out on the docked pontoon boat, pretending that it was 
his space boat and that he was fishing for humans. Except he wasn't using any bait. That 
way he figures that if he caught anything, it was its own fault for being stupid enough to 
bite down on a hook. 
He had been out there for nearly fifteen minutes when he heard the cabin door swing open 
far behind him, and the voice of his brother Scott yelling. 
"Hey, Rob! Come here!" 
"I'm busy, you come down here!" 
"But it's important!" 
He went on casting his bare hook into the water. If it was really important, Scott 
would come to him. If it wasn't, than no big deal. 
Scott stumble-walked down the steep grade to the pontoon boat where Robby stood fishing. 
He thought of telling him that he needed to put some bait on his hook if he ever expected to 
catch anything, but decided that it could wait. 
"Robby, it's about Bugs." 
"What about him?" Robby asked, whirling around to see Scott standing in front of him, 
clutching the shoe box beneath his left arm. He was vaguely aware of Larry and Ann's faces 
peering out at him through the cabin's kitchen window. 
"Well, uh,...he, uh..." 
Scott fumbled for the box with his right hand, and, somewhat cautiously presented it to 
Rob. 
"...he didn't make it. Rob, Bugs didn't make it." 
"What? But...this morning...he was alright this morn..." 
Robby ripped the box from Scott's hand and threw back the lid. There lay Bugs, 
unmoving, his mouth half open, his eyes staring, yet not staring. The once shiny fur had 
become dull and flattened. The small body, stiff and lifeless. Dead. 
A shock of cold despair hit Robby in the back of the throat. His spine numbed at the 
sight of the dead animal which he had fallen in love with so quickly. This wasn't fair. 
They had saved him. They had nursed him. Why did he have to die? Why? 
He looked up, expecting to see his feelings echoed in his brother's face, but was 
shocked to find that Scott's eyes were totally devoid of any feeling or pain. "Ann and 
Larry didn't want to touch the thing, and I figured since he was more your rabbit than mine, 
that you ought to be the one to have to bury him." 
Robby looked up at the cabin. They were still staring. He looked back into Scott's 
eyes. Cold, yet expectant. Now he understood. 
When you're a seven year old boy, people are always anxious to see just how much of a 
"I'm busy!" 
boy you are. And consequently they will periodically test you, because heaven forbid you 
should grow up to be a sissy or something. Well, that's exactly what Robby perceived this 
to be, a testing of his boyhood, to see whether or not he would react like a man. Well, he 
would show them. 
Robby closed his eyes, and in a split second he had made all of the necessary 
adjustments. He swallowed the despair in his throat. He straightened his spine, killing 
the numbness. And, opening his eyes, he fixed his stare, hard and cold, so that any tears 
that might come were frozen deep inside his head. Now he was ready. He looked back up into 
his older brother's eyes... 
["It's just a bunny son, don't you get it?"]...and reaching into the box, took the cold 
furry body into his right hand. Robby then turned to face the lake, reared back, and threw 
the small body as far and as high as his seven-year-old arm possibly could. 
Bug's body arched high into the air, and, gradually descending, hit the cold water of 
the lake with a distant splash. 
That night, sitting in the bathtub, Robby began to think about death. About how Bugs 
had died before he had really had a chance to live. And about the fact that he would never 
be able to hold Bugs again, or pet him, or make him feel loved again. And Robby began to 
cry. Not simply out of sorrow for Bugs' death, but more out of the realization that one day 
he, too, would probably be like his older brother. That he would become cold and 
indifferent to the suffering and deaths of lesser creatures. That he would consider their 
lives insignificant and without value. And that the cold, insensitive stare that he had 
seen in his brother's eyes would some day become his own. 
This filled Robby's heart with sadness and fear, and as he sat there in the warmth of 
the bathwater, tears streaming down his face, he began to pray... 
"Oh, God, please.. .don't let me ever be like that. I don't want to be like that! Not 
ever I'd rather..." 
"Robby, are you alright?" his mother asked, gently, through the bathroom door. "Why 
are you crying, did you hurt yourself?" 
"No, Mom, no...it's O.K. I just got soap in my eyes, that's all." 
Robby slid down into the tub, until his head slopped beneath the surface of the warm 
water. And his tears were washed away from his face, mingling with the warmth that 
surrounded him. It was then that the strange notion popped into his head, that the bath was 
not filled, not with water, but with tears. All of the tears that he had ever wept, or 
would ever weep in the future, for lost pets, and lost friends, and lost loves. And as he 
lay there listening to his own heart beating, vaguely aware of his mother's muffled voice 
echoing through the water and porcelain ("Are you sure you're alright?"), a sudden rush of 
warmth and comfort filled his body and mind. And it was at that moment that he knew. He 
would not be like his brother. He would not let go of his love for life for life's sake. 
And he would never be able to stare coldly at the sight of death, but would shed tears when 
tears were necessary, and be strong when strength was necessary. For somehow in his 
seven-year-old heart, he knew that his was the greatest virtue of compassion. To be able to show his love. 
And he sat up. And he wiped the water from his face. And he smiled to himself. 
"Yeah Mom, I'm sure...it's O.K.,...I'm alright." 
I'm alright. 
Rob Thomas 
'Tightrope walker' 
The barker stands atop his candy-cane colored pedestal, beckoning me with promises. 
"Step right up here, young lady." He winks with a crinkled eye. "If you're bored, we'll 
thrill you. If you're sad, we'll heal you. All your dreams come true at the circus and 
only for the small price of " I hand him my damp, palm wrinkled ticket, and he quickly 
turns his kindly smile in the direction of a young mother with two candy-coated children. 
Immediately I become part of the crowd, flowing toward the tent in a wave of colors, noise 
and enthusiasm. Alone in the crowd, I feel like a lost child, searching for her father, yet 
drawn to the excitement that the big top holds. 
Inside the tent, all is dark, and the crowd sits in muffled anticipation. Next to me, a 
young boy pesters his father with questions. "Dad, when will it start? Is there going to 
be lions?" Suddenly, at the ringmaster's command, one bright light shines on the center 
ring like a newly created orb. With a wave of his hand, clowns come forth. In a toy 
firetruck, they all rush to put out an electrically generated blaze with confetti water. 
Hands clap and children squeal for their mock heroism. I count at least fifteen of them, 
all with different shapes, sizes and colors. Some have large, rouge smiles and others big, 
painted tears. I wonder if they really feel that way beneath their make-up. As they 
continue to perform their antics, I wish that I could wear their colorful outfits and join 
in their silly routines. With one final display of tumbling and juggling, they leave the 
crowd, giving a temporary sense of satisfaction. 
Before reality has a chance to reclaim our minds, the ringmaster proclaims a new act and 
the lion tamer is revealed. With the biting snap of a whip, a lion leaps through a steel 
hoop, growling his contempt. The little boy next to me cheers, "He looks just like He-man. 
Don't you think so, Daddy?" The trainer is at least six feet tall, clad in a fake leopard 
skin, exuding muscle and strength. With a look of cold determination and another crack of 
the whip, he forces the beasts into submission, commanding them to stand on their hind legs. 
His authority impresses me. I hear the father explain to his son that the lion tamer's job 
is very dangerous and takes years of practice. I look at the beasts and at the man who 
controls them. I feel sorry for the conditioned animals, wondering what kind of pain they 
have felt. 
A dramatic drum roll draws our attention to the third ring. With a sweeping gesture of 
his hat, the ringmaster presents the tightrope walker. The audience gasps in unison as they 
realize the peril of the event. He takes one tentative step onto the rope, arms spread 
wide, supporting a long pole across his shoulders for balance. The spot-light frames him in 
its white-hot aura, reflecting from sequins at his wrists and ankles, causing silver pins of 
light to pierce his hands and feet. Suspended above the crowd, he holds his motionless 
pose, summoning his concentration. Then he proceeds. I notice a crimson belt tied at his 
waist, the ends left to flow like blood from his side. His commanding, yet delicate figure 
attracts me, making me want to reach out and touch him to see if he is real or only an 
image. Each precise step and deft movement is captivating. He relies on no baudy gimmicks 
or deceitful mastery, but merely the simplicity of his skill. The ringmaster knows this, 
too, gazing at him affectionately as if he were a son. Something inside me longs to join 
him, to possess the same precious balance, leaving the crowd, performers and animals below 
to continue with their charades. Mixing with my thoughts, I hear the little boy at my side 
shout, "Daddy, do you think he will fall?" Those words, they echo in my mind and heart. 
All the cheers and laughs and shouts suddenly seem to crescendo. I know the truth. 
Everyone, the boy, his father, the teens behind me, a mother two rows down, all of them have 
the secret, unspoken wish to see him fall, And for what? He is innocent, giving all he has 
to offer - his talent. I want to run to the walker, to tell him I know. I believe. But 
it's too late. The crowd gasps. The rope teeters. People lean expectantly. The walker 
sways and reels. A man shouts, "Save yourself!" Then he falls. Falls, as a thousand eyes 
watch to see his fate. But the net, like an invisible hand, catches the walker, stealing 
him from the grave. The crowd points, jeers, amazed at the frailty of his humanity. The 
circus has now become a freakshow and he is the main attraction. Some yell "Loser!" Others 
scream "Fake!" and everyone laughs as he walks away alone. But I cry. 
Inspired by Randy Stonehill Jane Huntzinger 
Hie Christmas Calf 
I take my foot off the accelerator when we get closer to town and we cross the 
newly-remodeled bridge. I miss the passing comments the old bridge made as you crossed it. 
Its loose boards clapped and cracked at your tires, as if whipping any overconfidence out of 
you, making you wonder whether it would take you to the other side safely or not. The new 
bridge lets you slip by to easily. 
Sitting beside me in the front seat, my five-year-old lifts his chin attempting to 
thwart the dashboard's efforts at blocking his vision. "Mom, I kind of miss that old bridge 
trying to grab us." 
"Umm...I know." 
It always insisted you take your time, and of course, deeply resented your meeting 
anyone else as you passed through its midst. Narrow, but cozy—one at a time was much more 
personal, it concluded. 
wyatt adds, "...you get to go faster on this one though." 
The new bridge launches us into the first intersection of our three-intersection town, 
and I apply the brakes in anticipation of a parking place. At the same time, pointing 
through the windshield, I offer, "Look, wyatt, they're putting up the Christmas 
decorations!" 
"Wow!" He looks at one of the town employees diligently twining the matted tinsel 
around a street light. The worker leans out of the bucket of the service-truck as he takes 
the garland around the far side of the pole then brings it hurriedly in closer to him and 
back around again. Looking up through the tinted portion of the windshield, wyatt asks, 
referring to the obedient town employees still within view, "Why do they hafta make the days 
go so fast?" 
At this point, I pull up to the curb into an empty parking spot in front of what used to 
be Coolman's Drug Store. Its not that anymore, but I still think of it as such. Either I'm 
getting old, or I'm living in the twilight zone, because I'm beginning to see double. 
There's the "real" version of the store, I remember, with black lacquer trim and swivel 
stools with cracked, red-vinyl tops that ached to be spun. I know, because after tiring of 
spinning on one myself, I used to sit on one and spin its neighbor. 
As wyatt and I get out of the car, we walk under the sign attached to what I see as a 
"present" version of the store; the sign declares it as "This and That." My son seems 
oblivious to the fact that it should be selling fountain cokes with extra cherry and penny 
candy at eye level. He sees only the stuffed, neon-green dinosaur in the window, and the 
plastic jeep that looks breakable in seconds. My mind starts to wander as he points to some 
transformable action-figure directly beneath the "Arcade Games Inside" sign. I think I hear 
him mention Santa Claus' name. 
...It was a special treat coming into town when I was young. I loved tagging along with 
Dad as he picked up tractor parts or stopped at the grain elevator to "check-in." (That was 
a terminology he formed, once, when I asked him what we were doing there exactly; it just 
seemed like a lot of talking and scrunching of cigars to me)... 
"...and I want that, too." Wyatt emphasized. He had moved over to the other set of 
windows and was looking greedily at a battery-hungry robot that belched genuine smoke. 
My mind begins to roam again as I watch a wind-up toy dog trap itself in the far corner 
of the display. 
...I recall a Christmas morning, on the farm, when cardboard boxes in colored paper 
didn't seem to mind waiting—there was a Christmas calf! My older sister and I stumbled out 
to the breakfast table and heard the news. We rein to the nearest window as if we could 
verify anything besides frost on it and strained to catch a glimpse of the light on down at 
the barn. After begging Mom to let us go, we'd slip on, over our pajamas, the heaviest 
jackets and dirtiest boots handy. Clumping down the back steps, hanging onto the door for 
balance, we stepped out into a world of wonder. I can still feel the incredibly quiet 
darkness. It was as if we were the only spot alive on the surface of the earth; the whole 
world arced in one great, dark dome around us. Although the barn was not more than a 
hundred feet away, the dim light seemed as distant as the nearest star, and we moved eagerly 
yet almost reverently toward it... 
"Mom!" Are we gonna go in and get anything?" wyatt said, tugging at the shoulder strap 
of my purse. I suddenly realized I was out in front of what used to be Coolman's and now 
was "This and That." 
"Wyatt..," I begin stooping down to look straight into his eyes, "Did you know that 
when I was little and when Grandpa had cows, sometimes there would be a Christmas calf?" 
His eyebrows draw down and knit together, "A Christmas calf?" 
"Yes!" Early one Christmas morning, I remember especially, when it was still dark out, 
we hurried right out to the barn to see it and think up a special name," I explain. 
We move away from the window, off to the side, as another little consumer stops to peer 
in the window at the plastic. 
"What kind of special name?" 
"Oh, something that had to do with Christmas...like "Snowflake" or "Holly" maybe..." 
"Like Rudolph?" 
"No!" I laugh and smile at the thought of a heifer growing up to be "Rudolph the 
Milkcow." I add, "Its nose wasn't red and glowing—it was more pink and cool...wet!" 
It begins to snow, and my ears are beginning to get cold. "Listen, we need to get 
going. I have to get groceries." I take his hand. 
"But, what about these toys...which ones can I get for Christmas?" 
"Do you really want any of that stuff?" 
"No, I guess not...it'll probably just break..." 
Before we cross the street, I make him look both ways. His feet seem to drag, and he 
tries pulling his hood up with his free hand as we cross. So, when we step up onto the 
sidewalk, I stop to secure it around his ears. As I tie the bow, thoughtfully, under his 
chin, I feel disgusted at the carnival-like toys in the window and disappointed at that 
magnetic pull they have on him. I wipe a snowflake from his cheek with the base of my 
thumb, and I begin straightening back up. He asks, "What about 'King of Kings'?" 
"Oh, Wyatt! Don't tell me you're still thinking about those adventure-people toys back 
in the window...!" 
"No! 'King of Kings'! Would that be a good Christmas name for a calf?" 
I kneel down and give him a kiss on what is left exposed of his cheek after I had so 
tightly closed his hood. "We'll have to tell Grandpa about that one!" 
Joan Buzzard 
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"Try imagining a place 
where it's always 
safe and warm " 
Bob Dylan 
FEAR NOT 
It had been a day much like any other day except that he had been fired that day and it 
was two days before Christmas. Jim closed his apartment door quietly behind him and put his 
small bag of groceries on the kitchen counter. He reached over to the thermostat above his 
television set and turned the heat up a bit. His sparsely furnished apartment was 
unquestionably small, but not uncomfortably so. What mattered most to Jim was that it was 
warm and that it was entirely his own. 
Becoming aware of the silence in the apartment, Jim decided to play one Christmas album 
that he owned which was a beat-up old copy of Handel's "Messiah". He had borrowed it from 
his parents last year and still had it. They didn't even know that they owned it. His 
mother had always played really corney Christmas music around the house for as many 
Christmases as Jim could remember. Jim's father had gotten several albums free many years 
ago with a full tank of gas at the corner gas station. Jim had never particularly enjoyed 
hearing Barbara Streisand or Perry Como sing cheesey songs like Rudolph the Red-Nosed 
Reindeer" or "Jingle Bells". The Hallelujah chorus had been unexplainably running through 
his head on the bus ride home from work. Jim usually tried to avoid thinking about his job 
while he was alone in his apartment but his uncertainty about his future and the things in 
his world that he couldn't control were beginning to invade his privacy. 
Jim put a T.V. dinner in the microwave and went into his bedroom to get his sweater. 
The conversation that he had overheard that day in the men's bathroom at work kept rewinding 
and replaying in his head. The new owner told Mr. DiCesare, Jim's manager, that DiCesare 
was going to have to cut back and let a few people go. Since DiCesare went golfing and 
drinking with most of the other guys in the office, and since he hardly even knew Jim, he 
had decided that Jim was the most dispensable. During Jim's lunch break DiCesare told Jim 
that he was going to have to "let him go". It sounded so much nicer that way, as if Jim 
were a horse pulling at it's reins, wanting nothing more than to be "let go". Jim had never 
really loved his job, but he had always liked the fact that he had his own desk, and his own 
typewriter, and his own coffee cup, and, be it ever so small, he had had a niche where he 
belonged. 
Jim was pouring himself a glass of milk when he heard a knock at the door. Judging from 
past experience Jim knew that it was probably Bernice, the woman who lived down the hall. 
Most of the tenants in the building were elderly people, and the fact that Jim and Bernice 
weren't seemed like reason enough for them to be friends, as far as Bernice was concerned. 
Jim could think of more substantial things upon which to base a relationship. 
"Come on in, Bernice," he said, slowly opening the door. Bernice whisked into the room 
carrying a cookie tin out in front of her as if she were presenting the ring at a wedding 
ceremony. She was wearing a long red and green plaid skirt and a bright red sweater. She 
had her hair tied back with red and green ribbons. Everything about Bernice was bright and 
cute and bothersome to Jim. 
"Just one of Santa's helpers with a little something from the North Pole," she said, 
already across the apartment and into the kitchen. Jim had always felt guilty about faking 
sincerity but thought it best to do so when dealing with Bernice. 
"You didn't have to do that," he said. He left the door open as a hint for her to leave 
soon. 
"Oh, I know," she said in her characteristically sing-song tone of voice. Putting her 
hands on her hips, she turned toward him with a pleasantly confused look on her face. "What 
are we listening to?" she asked. 
"Handel's 'Messiah'. It's Christmas music." Jim hoped that the fact that it was 
Christmas music would satisfy her curiosity. 
"Oh, how nice." There were a few seconds of awkward silence while she thought about 
what she was going to say next. She moved toward the love seat and sat down, leaving Jim 
looking a bit unneighborly standing near the open door. He closed it most of the way and 
moved slowly toward his arm chair. 
"Well, thank goodness it's Friday," she said, leaning back and crossing her legs. "Am I 
right?" Bernice was a secretary of some sort or another. Jim didn't ask her about her job 
nearly as often as she would have liked him to. 
"Yeah. It's been a long week." Jim sat down slowly in his arm chair, unwilling to 
commit himself to the open spot next to Bernice on the love seat. 
Bernice had a pleasant face and a certain openness about her which could convince even 
the most timid stranger that she was perfectly harmless. She was in her late twenties and 
attractively thin, with healthy auburn hair and light blue eyes. To Jim she was like a 
beautiful painting about which the viewer is left strangely unfullfilled, expecting there to 
be a deeper, symbolic significance. Jim was usually able to deal reasonably well with her 
superficiality. 
"The cookies are chocolate chip," she said, still maintaining the same smile that she 
had walked in with. "You said once that you liked chocolate chip, didn't you?' 
"Yeah, yeah, I love chocolate chip. Thank you." Bernice leaned back even further and 
stretched her arms out along the top of the love seat. 
"So what are you doing for Christmas?" she asked. 
"Going over to my parent's house. My brother and his wife and their two boys will be 
there. That's what we do every year." 
"Oh, well that should be fun!" she said, seeming genuinely glad for him. Sometimes Jim 
wanted to like her. He wanted to be empty and shallow enough to be satisfied with 
discussing the in's and out's of daily life, but he was a victim of his own wisdom and 
deceptiveness, a martyr to his own honesty. 
"What are you doing tonight?" she asked with a certain suspicious curiosity that made 
Jim uneasy. "Are you going to get a tree?" she asked, looking around the room for a 
Christmas tree. 
"Yeah, I'm getting a tree. How did you know?" Bernice beamed with pride at having 
second guessed him. Jim had had no intention of getting a tree, but he knew that he would 
probably be needing an excuse. He sensed an invitation of some sort coming on. 
"Yeah, I'm going out to see if I can find a small tree somewhere, and then I'm going to 
some last-minute shopping for my parents." Jim's stomach let out a sour, guilty grumble for 
having lied. 
"Oh," she said disappointedly, though never completely losing her smile. "I was just 
thinking," she continued, "If you weren't busy tonight, ray sister and her fiance are coming 
over to help me decorate my tree." She leaned forward toward Jim and smiled 
enthusiastically. "You know what I did? Silly me! I had bought a tree just before 
Thanksgiving, just like I always do, but yesterday I was so overcome with the Christmas 
spirit that I went out and I bought another tree! Isn't that just the silliest thing you've 
ever heard?" She began to laugh and beam brighter than he had ever seen her beam before. 
Jim had never met her parents, but he had decided that Bernice probably received far too 
much attention when she was growing up. Whenever she spoke she simply expected to be the 
center of attention, regardless of what she was saying. Jim usually just played along. 
"You bought two trees?" he said, faking a friendly laugh. 
"Isn't that just the craziest?" she said. Jim laughed as long as she did so as not to 
offend her. 
"So anyway," she said, "they're coming over to help me decorate tree number two, and I 
was wondering if you would want to come over and help us." 
"Sorry, I've really got to go shopping." 
"(Si...well," she said. She spoke slowly, hoping that her obvious, childlike dejection 
might cause him to change his mind. "Are you sure that you won't reconsider?" 
"Sorry." They sat in silence for a painfully long minute. Jim felt that he had played 
along long enough for one night, and he was hoping that she would be leaving soon. The 
timer on the microwave finally broke the silence. 
"O.K., well, I'll let you eat your dinner," she said, walking toward the door. "Feel 
free to stop by later if you'd like." 
"O.K.," Jim said, closing the door after her. Jim had had no intention of going 
shopping that night, but he decided to go anyway so that he could justify having lied to 
Bernice. 
Jim took the stairway down to the street because the elevator was next to Bernice's door 
and she had a sensitive sort of radar that could alert her to the fact that Jim was passing 
by her door. He didn't want to have to deal with her and her sister's nagging invitations. 
He knew that it was only a matter of time before it dawned on her to offer him her second 
tree. Jim leaned on the heavily exit door at the bottom of the stairs and stepped out 
slowly into the cold, dark night that gave him no sign that he was welcome. Snow was 
sifting down between the buildings, and traffic signs, and cars and pedestrians. Jim stood 
on the sidewalk and zipped his jacket all the way up to his chin. For a brief moment he 
couldn't remember where he was going. Blinking red and green lights in an apartment window 
across the street reminded him that it was Christmas and that he was on his way to the 
Uptown Mall to go shopping. The mall was more than a mile away, but Jim decided to walk for 
no particular reason other than to kill a little more time. The street was alive with 
bright lights and cars and last-minute shoppers on their way from somewhere to somewhere. 
Although it was cold, Jim walked slowly, digesting all of the sights and sounds of the 
night. He seldom went out at night, and his mind was hungry for new images and new 
thoughts. 
The mall was insanely busy that night. The only people that he had come to get gifts 
for were his parents. He thought that he would get them each a new pair of slippers, but 
unlike the other shoppers that night he was in no hurry to get what he had come for and 
leave. The mall was oval-shaped, with an upstairs and downstairs level. Jim spent more 
than an hour walking laps in the mall, occasionally changing levels by taking the escalator 
up or down. When he got tired of walking Jim bought a large cup of coffee at a fast-food 
restaurant in the mall and sat down on one of the benches in the center of the lower level 
near the place where dozens of children were lining up to see Santa Claus. Jim watched 
three little boys who had already seen Santa. They were playing some sort of "tag" game and 
making up the rules as they went along. The object of their game was to push one another 
with both hands while avoiding being pushed themselves. When one of them was able to catch 
up with another one and tag him, all three of them laughed hysterically. Jim enjoyed 
watching them play. The object of their simple game was not to crown a winner, but to 
simply enjoy themselves. 
Jim had just finished drinking his coffee when a voice came over the P.A. system that 
said "Attention shoppers. The mall will be closing in fifteen minutes. Thank you." Jim 
raced off to the shoe store that he had already walked past several times that night and 
spent the next fifteen minutes trying to find "just the right" slippers for his parents. 
Jim made the clerk keep the shoe store open ten minutes past closing time to gift wrap the 
two shoe boxes for him. With his shopping bag of gifts in his and, Jim stepped back out 
into the night. It seemed to be snowing harder and the wind had picked up as well, causing 
the snow to drift on the sidewalks and streets. Jim decided that he needed to see more new 
things before he went home to bed. He hailed a taxi. The driver was about Jim's age but 
was at least another one hundred pounds heavier. The inside of the cab smelled like greasy 
food and sweaty feet. 
"Did you order this weather?" the driver asked Jim. The driver knew that it was good 
business to be friendly with his fares and so he usually tried to make small talk about the 
weather. 
"No, not me." 
"Where to?" 
"Um..." Jim said, "you can sort of head toward downtown." 
"O.K....," the driver said hesitantly. They pulled away from the curb and headed 
"toward downtown". The driver didn't like nebulous directions like that. He liked direct, 
straight-forward destinations like the airport, or the bus station. 
"You watch any football?" 
"No," Jim answered. The driver decided that he didn't like Jim, and so he turned his 
radio on. Jim thought at first that he would be able to get used to the horrible smell in 
the cab, but his stomach churned each time he inhaled. He slid the collar of his jacket up 
over his nose and tried to turn his attention to the sights of the night. Since he didn't 
own a car Jim was unfamiliar with large portions of the city. In only a few minutes they 
were beyond the neighborhoods that Jim knew and were well into a very poor, run-down part of 
town. They had been riding more than fifteen minutes when a dreadful thought caused Jim to 
suddenly sit up straight, bringing his jacket down off of his nose. He fumbled through his 
wallet and then through his pockets, trying to find any money that he could. They had been 
riding more than fifteen minutes when a dreadful thought caused Jim to suddenly sit up 
straight, bringing his jacket down off of his nose. He fumbled through his wallet and then 
through his pockets, trying to find any money that he could. He was nervous and 
embarrassed. 
"You're not going to believe this." 
"I could have sworn that this was a twenty," Jim said, leaning forward and producing 
only a single dollar bill. "This is all I've got." 
"Are you kidding?" 
"No. I'm really sorry." The driver reached back over his shoulder and grabbed the 
dollar. The driver was trying to control his temper. 
"What's in the bag?" 
"Just slippers for my parents...for Christmas. I left the shoe store in such a hurry 
because they were closing, and I could of sworn that I had more money." The cab slowed down 
as they approached a red light. 
Just get out," the driver said. Jim slid over toward the door nearest the sidewalk. He 
was embarrassed and confused. 
"Look ," Jim said, "maybe I could send you a check or something...." 
"Just get out. Hurry up." The driver was thoroughly disgusted with the way his night 
What?" 
had been going. Jim got out of the taxi as the traffic light turned green. The driver 
stepped on the gas spitting filthy slush at the back of Jim's legs. He stepped up onto the 
sidewalk, stamping his feet and shaking his shopping bag to get the slush off. 
Jim had no idea where he was. He didn't even have any change for the bus, and it 
certainly didn't look like the kind of neighborhood in which one would want to hitch-hike. 
Jim started walking back in the direction from which he had come. The street was lined with 
boarded-up store fronts and run-down old houses, with graffiti and over-filled garbage cans 
catching his attention as he walked. He didn't know how he was going to get home. As 
unfamiliar as the neighborhood was to Jim, there were bits and pieces, small landmarks, that 
caught his attention as he walked. He paused for a moment at an intersection that seemed 
strangely familiar to him, as if he had been there once before. Someone in a house nearby 
was doing their laundry and the clean-smelling steam that was coming from their vent near 
the street caused him to stop almost unconsciously. As he stood waiting for the light to 
change he was momentarily suspended in the wonderful warmth of the steam. The light changed 
and Jim started walking faster, trying to escape from the unseen things he sensed were 
pursuing him in the increasingly hostile and surreal night. He had seen enough for one 
night and simply wanted to go home. 
After a few more minutes of fast walking Jim found himself standing in front of a small 
tavern between a boarded-up storefront and a vacant lot. The Christmas lights in the window 
of the tavern had caught Jim's attention. He decided to go inside. It was strangely darker 
inside than it had been out on the street. There were a few lonely - hearts sitting around 
the bar. The place was full of smoke, and there was a jukebox in the back corner playing a 
sad, slow country and western ballad. Jim stood just inside of the door, cold and confused. 
"What can I get you?" the bartender asked. 
"I urn nothing for me, thanks. I'm not thirsty." A big bearded guy at the bar 
snickered a little and nudged the guy sitting next to him. Jim decided that he had better 
leave. He leaned on the heavy, spring-operated door which swung shut quickly, closing on 
his shopping bag. As he fumbled with his shopping bag and the door for a few seconds he 
could hear the bartender and the bearded guy at the bar laughing at him. 
Once free of the tavern door, Jim continued to walk quickly through the snowy night. He 
was cold and lonely and desperate. When he came to the next major intersection he couldn't 
remember whether or not the taxi driver had turned there. He decided to turn left, 
reasoning that as long as he was moving he was doing alright. 
A few blocks further he found himself standing at the bottom of the stairway of a small 
Baptist church. It was at a well-lit intersection with a bus stop nearby, so Jim decided 
that he probably wouldn't be mugged without witnesses if he sat there on the steps to rest 
for a few minutes. The cement stairway was perpendicular to the sidewalk and was only about 
eight feet wide, with a black iron railing along it's sides. There was a platform at the 
top of the stairs that led to a pair of large wooden doors. Jim cleared the snow off of one 
of the bottom steps with his foot to make room for himself and his shopping bag. The church 
reminded him of the small church where he and his brother used to go to Sunday school when 
he was very young. They used to go with a neighbor of theirs whose father was the pastor of 
the church. Jim's memories of past Christmases, like bubbles, were surfacing in his mind 
and were carrying him like Ebenezer Scrooge back in time. He remembered sitting in the back 
row during church with his brother and the pastor's son. Jim's brother used to try to get 
them to spit spitballs during the pastor's long-winded prayers, but Jim wouldn't do it. He 
used to fold his hands and close his eyes tight and pray with a fervant honesty that only 
children know. He remembered the Christmas play that their Sunday school class performed 
when he was only six or seven years old. At first Jim was going to be a shepherd like his 
brother, but then Mrs. Wilkens, their Sunday school teacher asked Jim if he would be the 
angel of the Lord that appeared to the shepherds out in their fields. Jim was overjoyed. 
Mrs. Wilkens' husband had built a hidden platform behind the piano for Jim to stand on 
during the play. Strangely outside of himself and his dire, cold situation, Jim left his 
shopping bag at the bottom of the steps and went running up the snow-covered stairway to the 
landing at the top. He stood looking up into the darkness and declared aloud to all of Mrs. 
Wilkens' Sunday school class and to anyone that would listen, "Fear not: for, behold, I 
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bring you good tidings of great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born 
this day in the city of David...." 
"Geez, there ain't nobody in there!" Jim was thrust forward in time from his epiphanal 
vision back to the snow-covered-stairway where he found himself looking down at an old woman 
standing at the bottom of the stairs. 
"I mean, geez, they ain't gonna give you nothin' 'cause I already tried there once." 
Jim was too panic-stricken to speak. The old woman started pacing back and forth and 
mumbling both to herself and to an imaginary, long-lost friend to whom she spoke when she 
needed to explain herself. She was carrying a large, over-stuffed shopping back in each 
hand and wearing three hats, unlaced basketball shoes and at least two coats, with an 
unbuttoned sweater stretched over the outside of them. 
"You gotta go over to St. Thomas. Geez, they're real nice over there." The woman 
scared Jim, who remained speechless, not because he was afraid that she was going to harm 
him, but because the surreal night had brought him to the inevitable mirror at the end of 
the road. He could no longer run from himself. The parasites inside of him that he had 
tried so hard to ignore had multiplied. The woman continued to speak, going back and forth 
between normal speech and almost inaudible mumbling. 
"I mean, geez, at St. Thomas on Murray street over there, they help you if yer, ya know, 
hungry, or whatever. They're real nice over there." Jim wanted nothing more than to run, 
but the woman was blocking his way and there were snow-covered evergreen bushes on both 
sides of the stairway. 
"Me and Hal used to have a place near there, oh.... many years ago now." She smiled and 
stared reminiscently off into the distance, mumbling. 
"So Sister Catherine says to me, she says, 'Bnily,' she says, 'geez you got pretty 
eyes.' That's what she said to me." The woman began to cry. Jim watched the steam from 
her breath rise up above her head and then quickly disappear. He couldn't bear it any 
longer. The woman's attention turned to Jim's shopping bag at the bottom of the stairs, and 
she said, "Well, what have we got here?" Jim grabbed the iron railing with he left hand and 
threw himself feet first into the bushes. He never looked back at the woman or the 
stairway, but rolled free of the bushes and ran as fast as he could down the sidewalk. He 
was oblivious to everything and everyone that he passed. He ran for several minutes until 
he reached a major intersection. He stopped because he was out of breath and because he had 
begun to cry. He cried like he had not cried in years, tears blinding his sight. He sat 
down on a stoop and put his head in his hands. He cried uncontrollably like a child who had 
lost everything. He had worked up a sweat and he suddenly felt colder than he had ever felt 
before. The snow continued to fall and threatened to bury him there just as it was burying 
everthing else that night. A stranger who had been watching Jim walked over to where he sat 
and asked him, "Is there anything I can do?" Jim didn't look up at the stranger, but cried, 
"Please take me home!" 
Doug Hoist 
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If the shoe fits.. 
"I should have started cleaning this place hours ago," I mumbled out loud to myself as I 
pulled my gray cardigan out from behind the couch cushion where I had misplaced it last 
Friday. "I'll never get this place cleaned up by the time she gets here." 
I didn't really know her, but she seemed nice enough. From a distance, I mean. But her 
shoes.... I always had a thing for shoes. "Shoes make the woman," I used to say. To 
myself, of course—no one else would know what I was talking about. It was sort of a joke, 
but I think I meant it. Anyway, she had this great pair of shoes. They were pointed. I 
was always a sucker for shoes that were really pointed. And black—the only real color for 
shoes. Black shoes with pointed toes seemed like reason enough to ask her over to my place, 
even though it was really not like me to be so bold. I was genuinely surprised when she 
Like an idiot, I sat around the apartment all day and didn't start to pick the place up 
until about fifteen minutes before she said she would be there. I cleared the coffee table, 
shoving most of the mess temporarily under the couch or in the corner except for a few 
selected books—one on Maltisse with 238 color plates and another on Van Gogh. At least we 
would have French impressionism to talk about. The place looked all right. The kitchen 
smelled. The grounds from three nights ago were still in the Mr. Coffee. As I tossed the 
dirty coffee filter across the room into the garbage I glanced at the schoolhouse clock 
hanging on the wall. I still had enough time to vacuum the heavily trafficked areas of the 
carpet. It's important that the vacuum leave a pattern in the carpet so that a person can 
tell it's just been vacuumed. 
Her knock came as I wheeled the vacuum back into the hall closet. Taking a quick glance 
around the room to make sure it was okay, I yelled, "Come in!" and walked toward the door. 
She must have been paranoid about being at the wrong place because she didn't make any 
effort to let herself in. I opened the door and with a quick, "Hi," motioned her to the 
living room. 
"Have a seat. Would you like a tour of the place?" I said in a single breath. 
Her body stuttered, unsure whether to sit or accept the tour. Slightly confused, she 
stayed standing and said, "Sure." 
We walked halfway up the hallway; then I reached through the kitchen door and flipped on 
the light. "This is my spacious kitchen." 
"It's nice. Big." 
I don't think she even noticed that the dishes were comletely done. (Done for the first 
time in over three weeks and she didn't even notice). And apparently she wasn't impressed 
by the microwave. "It's not really mine," I said. "My brother just loaned it to me for the 
semester." 
"What?" 
"The microwave." 
"Oh, I hadn't even noticed." 
Wondering whether I was the first person ever humiliated by a microwave, I started for 
the bedroom, stopping at the bathroom on the way. "And this is my spacious bathroom." I 
thought maybe she would find something humorous in my reiteration of "spacious" but 
apparently not. She nodded her head and we walked into the bedroom. 
Giving it one last shot I said, "Here is my spacious bedroom." I walked back to the 
living room in silence. 
She sat down across from me and immediately starting flipping through the book on 
said yes. 
Matisse. "My favorite is the nude and the goldfish bowl," I said. 
"Yeah. But I think Money is my favorite." 
I didn't quite know where to carry the conversation from there and found all I could do 
was nod and mumble "uh huh." 
After a period of silence and flipping through the books, I offered, "Would you like 
some tea or coffee?" 
"Tea," she said. As I got up to walk to the kitchen, she added, "You know, I used to 
work in a gourmet coffee shop." 
"Oh yeah? Is Earl Grey okay? It's all I have." 
"That's fine then. We sold some gourmet tea that cost twenty-eight dollars a pound. It 
was pretty good." 
"It should be," I called back from the kitchen. 
"I mean, it was worth the money." 
I wasn't quite sure how I was supposed to respond; so I didn't. It seems that most of 
the time people say things with some sort of response in mind. Within a minute or so I 
returned with the tea and a bowl of sugar. Three teaspoons. She used three teaspoons of 
sugar in her tea. I used a half. 
"So...what's your major?" I inquired. 
Without looking up from her tea which she was meticulously stirring she said, "Fashion 
merchandising." 
I waited briefly for her to continue with, "And what's yours?" but it never came. "I'm 
a theology major," I answered in spite of her silence. 
"Oh yeah?" 
This was followed by a very long period of silence. I started playing with the laces of 
my shoes, tying both in double bows. She had taken two sips of tea and hadn't touched it 
since. Then she started looking desperately around the room. I think for a way out. She 
crossed and uncrossed her legs three times before deciding to prop her feet up on the coffee 
table. It was then that I saw those shoes she was wearing the day I met her. They looked 
funny to me now. But I didn't laugh. Instead, without looking up from her shoes, I 
mumbled, "Twenty-eight dollars a pound, eh?" 
Without interrupting her scanning of the living room, she nodded yes. 
Well, it's getting late," I mumbled and glanced at my watch. It was only seven after 
nine. "Maybe I should take you home." 
"I drove." 
"Yeah, I guess you're right." I walked with her to the door and said, "Well, thanks for 
coming over. It was fun." 
"Yeah." 
I closed the door behind her and returned to the living room. There was a dusty 
footprint left on the coffee table. "That was dumb," I said to myself as I bent over and 
brushed the footprint in to the air. I flipped the lightswitch off as I left the room and 
immediately resigned myself to bed. 
John Bachman 
Life Goes On 
I imagine that images from that evening will always be burned indelibly in my mind— 
right next to the vivid memory of discovering that there wasn't a Santa Claus. I can 
picture myself walking towards the football field, bathed in rust-tinted twilight, expecting 
to recapture a hint of the excitement that I had left behind me two years earlier. X had 
the melodramatic urge to hum Bruce Springsteen's "Glory Days," but I refrained. A brisk 
October breeze began to stir, carrying with it the cheers and shouts of enthusiastic 
spectators anxiously awaiting to see the Arlington Red Devils chalk up their seventh win of 
the season for a homecoming victory. The wind seemed to form an invisible hand in the small 
of my back. I could feel its cold fingers through my denim jacket, pushing me towards the 
illuminating lights of the field. 
"Jeff Rogers. Over here." 
It was my high school principal, selling tickets. In our small town it wasn't unusual 
for the faculty to know you by name, or by family—or by the latest gossip, for that matter. 
"What are ya doin' home. Son? No problems at college are there?" 
"No. I just thought I'd relax—take a break from studying. Dad said the team is really 
good this year. I thought it would be good to see them. First time since my senior year." 
"Well, step up here and let me sell ya a ticket." 
"Three," he grinned at me curiously. "Guess you've never seen the game from this angle, 
huh?" 
"Nope," I chuckled uneasily and turned away. 
Wondering where I should enter, I followed several freshmen, trying to look nonchalant. 
How many times had I been to this field for a game, I wondered, yet never entered with the 
crowd. I knew that at this very minute the coach had all the players lined up, like black 
and red toy soldiers, preparing them to defend the honor of their school. I always had the 
feeling that Coach Thompson was the reincarnation of General Patton. Much to the chagrin of 
my parents, he loved to begin his pep talks with something to the effect of "You sons of 
b are the best soldiers this country has ever had...." When I was seventeen, those 
words brought a snarl to my lips. Now I only smiled. Our coach may have been eccentric, 
but he knew the psychology of football (or more precisely, football players). In twelve 
years, he had had over 100 victories—not bad for only ten games in a season. My sister had 
mentioned to me that there were rumors of his retirement. It bothered me to think that, 
without him, our team was likely to become just another group of rinky-dink players from a 
small town who only won a couple of games per season. 
I sat down at the far end of the bleachers, away from the antics of the pep club and 
beyond the range of annoying questions from parents of the community. The marching band had 
begun their rendition of "Rock Around the Clock." It may have been by elevated collegiate 
taste, but they seemed to be out of sync. Perhaps it was just that the trombone section was 
weak. I scanned the crowd. Not as many people as I had expected. I could remember the 
night that I had scored my first touchdown as a freshman. From the perspective of the 
endzone, flushed with the thrill of accomplishment, it looked to me as if there were at 
least a thousand spectators. Their cheers pulsated through my mind in tune with my pounding 
heart. After that game, or any other for that matter, I felt like a celebrity, recognized 
and appreciated for my talents on the field. Now the fans all seemed to blur into blotches 
of color and smears of movement. They gave me no more feeling than a Monet painting—nice, 
but nothing to arouse emotion. Sitting there, I realized I had become just another fleck in 
the background. 
A glimpse of red and black demanded my attention. The team had begun to file slowly out 
"How much?" 
of the school, individually or in pairs, but slowly, very slowly with distinct, fluid 
movements towards the opposition. This was another one of our coach's strategies. Between 
the locker room and the field, we were instructed to walk, allowing every single ounce of 
nervousness, tension, enthusiasm and hostility to accumulate in our minds and bodies, like 
carbonation in a bottle of soda that has been shaken. Then when we hit the field, we went 
crazy, releasing the built up pressure, aggression bursting from us. The tight end, my 
former position, ran across the field, crashing through the cheerleaders' well-constructed 
banner I looked at him critically. He really didn't seem as "psyched" as he should have 
been. When I had been a junior, a reporter had called our team "the thoroughbreds of doom," 
remarking not only on the excellence of our performance, but on our attitude. I had to 
chomp my tongue to keep from spewing out the rhetoric of adulthood: "Kids these days." I 
could tell that they were going to take it easy. They had an undefeated record, and this 
game would be no contest. Why should they kill themselves? As the quarter progressed, I 
became increasingly disgusted. The same things kept running through my mind: "We worked 
harder and had a better attitude. If that was our team " 
The half-time buzzer sounded, and I headed for the concession stand. I wanted to see if 
any of my old high school buddies had come to the game. It would be interesting to talk to 
them, to see what they thought. A knot of guys were standing near the fence that surrounded 
the field, watching the crowning of the homecoming queen. In the center of them, I spotted 
Craig Dukes. It was always easy to recognize him because he never seemed to change. At 
least he hadn't in all the time that I had known him, and that had been since seventh grade. 
Dukesey had a thick, black nest of wavey hair and a smile that seemed to slide right off of 
his face and onto the faces of others. In high school, popularity had come as easily to him 
as athletics. Although he and I had never been close, we had played football together all 
four years of school and had always enjoyed each other's company. As I approached him, I 
noted that he had traded his torn jeans and worn-out tennis shoes for acid washed denims and 
Eastlanders. But as I got within breathing distance, I realized that he had not traded in 
his habits. That was Dukesey, too. Always a partier. I had hoped that that was not an 
inherent trait, but one he would outgrow. He greeted me with a very jovial "Jeffrol" How's 
it going Bud?" 
"Not bad, Dukesey. What have you been up to? Are you still playing football for 
Findlay?" 
"Nope. I gave that up—too much work and not enough glory," he chuckled. "Sure wasn't 
like high school." 
"Yeah. I know how that goes. I've been running cross country for Taylor. Can you 
believe I'm doing something like that? You know, I was always the one who complained when 
we ran three springs for football!" 
We both laughed. The guys with Craig looked at us expectantly. I knew one of them had 
graduated two years ahead of me, but the other two looked unfamiliar. I assumed that they 
were from Findlay College, also. I realized that the silence between us was nearing an 
awkward stage. Craig shifted uneasily and feigned an intense interest in the newly crowned 
queen. 
"So, what do you think of these guys?" I nodded toward the field a bit to 
enthusiastically. 
"The quarterback is good. He's improved about ninety-five percent since he was a 
sophomore." 
"Yeah. I didn't expect that from him. But they're still not us, huh?" 
"You've got that right." 
This was a pivotal point in the conversation where anyone who has any common sense at 
all would begin to make a mental assessment of the situation. I knew that our cheerful 
bantering could continue for another ten minutes if I pursued it. There was an infinite 
amount of topics left to cover: classes, girlfriends—even the weather. I decided the most 
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merciful thing to do would be to spare us both and put our suffering dialogue out of its 
misery. 
"Well, guess I better get a coke before the line gets too long. You guys try not to 
have too much fun." 
"Right." I nodded my farewell and left. 
X hoped that I wouldn't see anyone else I had graduated with. It left me feeling too 
uneasy. I knew that it wasn't Craig's fault. It just seemed as if our whole conversation 
had been meaningless. I know that that is not unusual as far as conversations go. It was 
just that I had always thought of us as having a lot in common. I had thought of us as 
friends. 
As I waited in line for my coke, I noticed that two girls standing in front of me. I 
recognized them from the seventh grade class that I had assisted when I was a senior. Now 
they were freshmen. I could tell by their new class jackets which they displayed proudly, 
like badges proclaiming a new step towards the merit of maturity. When they turned to 
leave, they both greeted me enthusiastically, asking me what college was like and if I had a 
girlfriend. Seeing them seemed so strange. It gave me the feeling that something was not 
quite right. It was like the feeling you get when you see a person you recognize, but 
they're in the wrong setting. You know that you know them, yet it still seems strange to 
acknowledge their presence. The last time I had seen them, they were worried about holding 
hands and having their first kiss. Now they were dating, and their worries had become much 
more sophisticated. This realization reached out and slapped me. I had forgotten that 
while I was away at school and experiencing a new frame of living, other people's lives had 
continued. They were growing and changing, also, constantly stretching forward. I took a 
gulp of my coke. It seemed flat and much too sugary. I tossed it into a fading red and 
black garbage can on my way to the car. I no longer wanted to see the game. It would 
continue fine without me, just as it had these past two years. The Red Devils would win; 
the cheerleaders would chant; the band would play; the crowd would yell and I would go home 
and order a pepperoni and mushroom pizza and maybe watch a good movie—like It's a wonderful Life. 
Jane Huntzinger 
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P L A Y W R I G H T 
The other people in the restaurant knew how fancy it was, of course; their own presence 
there was enough to convince them of that. But only Jason noticed the subtle touches that 
really made the place classy: the rustle of water glasses carried by stiffly upright 
waiters, soft hidden light which flashed from the maitre d's polished brass buttons, even 
the peculiar acrid smell that accompanies freshly ground coffee and distinguishes it from 
freeze-dried. Jason noticed all of these things from his table for two in the corner, and 
he was pleased. The restaurant was a perfect setting for a drama; so of course Jason was 
composing as fast as his mind could scribble mental notes. 
(The setting is an expensive, trendy restaurant on Milwaukee's East side. Several diners 
are quietly chatting at tables set stage center. At stage right we see a young nan 
waiting alone at a table. The lighting is subdued, with candles at each table, and soft 
music is drifting from a string quartet seated at stage left.) 
Actually, there was no live music on Tuesday nights, but if Jason hummed along a bit he could 
almost imagine that the piped Muzak was indeed a tuxedoed string quartet. Now all that he 
needed was a suitable romantic protagonist. 
HE: (addressing the audience) I remember the night that she fell in love with me. I had 
met her only a few weeks previously, but already I was completely infatuated with her 
warm smile, her peculiar habit of cocking her head when she spoke, her curiosity which 
darted from subject to subject like a whimsical hummingbird. After I called her 
repeatedly, she finally agreed to meet me at the chicest place in town for dinner. 
Naturally, I was prepared to do whatever it would take to charm my way into her heart. 
(HE turns from the audience to the wine list. A WAITER enters stage right and stops at 
his table.) 
WAITER: Good evening, sir. Would you care for some wine tonight? Perhaps a half-carafe 
of... 
HE: A full carafe of your best. I'm expecting someone. 
Jason was interrupted by the sudden appearance of the waiter, who was obviously pleased to 
have found a college student to condescend to. Jason sent him away after ordering a carafe 
of ice water, just to stay with the script. He wasn't sure if the waiter would have asked 
for i.d., but he certainly didn't want to display his ignorance of fine wines by attempting 
to order one. 
(SHE enters the restaurant stage left and crosses to the table.) 
HE: (rising and pulling out her chair) Hello, darling; you do look lovely tonight. May 
I take your coat? 
SHE: Thank you. (SHE sits carefully, as if the chair might break beneath her, and looks 
around.) This is a beautiful place. Do you come here often? 
HE: (smiling) No, just on very special occasions. 
(SHE laughs, embarrassed. There is a pause; a moment of awkward silence as they gaze at 
each other, before her eyes drop to her menu.) 
Not too long a pause, Jason was thinking. Just enough to establish her interest. He 
went over the scene again in his mind, mouthing his lines silently and staring hard at the 
empty chair across from him. He had just about got the timing for the awkward pause, and 
was practicing letting his gaze drop, when he noticed Lisa grinning at him from the door. 
RENDEZVOUS 
by J. Matthews 
a romance in one act 
She bounced past the hostess, threw her jacket over the coat rack as she passed, and flopped 
casually into her chair before Jason could even stand up. "Hi," she said breathlessly. 
"Sorry I'm late, but I got off the bus at the wrong stop and had to walk a bit." She leaned 
towards him conspiratorily. "I didn't realize this place was so nice," she confided in a 
stage whisper. "I feel a little underdressed." 
Jason looked at her. She was wearing jeans and a U of W sweatshirt, and she had a vinyl 
backpack slung over one shoulder. He considered saying "Hello, darling," but decided that 
his moment had passed. "No, Lisa, you look great. Really, I—uh—should have mentioned 
that the restaurant was fancy. 
"Well, this is very sweet of you, Jason. McDonald's would have been fine, but this is 
really special." 
Jason cleared his throat in what he hoped was a modest cough, looked down at the table, 
trying to smile shyly, looked back up at Lisa and realized that it was his turn to say 
something. "Uh, yes, yes it is, a very special place." He was thinking frantically, but no 
suave or sophisticated lines came to mind. Lisa was still looking at him expectantly, and 
for the first time he noticed that her eyes seemed to hold private jokes of their own, and 
dancing lights laughing at the world around them. "In fact," he said, remembering, "I only 
come here on very special occasions." 
"Well, there's nothing very special about an Intro to Accounting study date, I assure 
you," Lisa grimaced. "But the thought is still appreciated." She had unzipped her 
backpack and was stacking the table with practice ledgers, a sheaf of looseleaf notes, and 
two huge textbooks. Jason sighed: he had forgotten to bring his bookbag. He remembered 
feeling that he was forgetting something as he left the dorm, but after checking his wallet 
a few times and straightening his tie, he had decided that it was just nerves. Actually, 
Jason realized, he had completely forgotten that he had asked Lisa out to study. He had 
been so excited when she said yes that... 
But Lisa was frowning worriedly at him. "Jason? Are you okay?" 
"Oh, yeah, yeah, I'm sorry. I's just that I forgot to bring my books, and..." 
"That's all right." Lisa carefully gathered up her papers and stacked them neatly on 
the floor. "We can just talk then. It would be a shame to ruin a good dinner with debits 
and credits anyway, right?" 
"Right," Jason laughed, a little too wildly. He had no idea what they could talk about. 
What could he say that would interest her? 
HE: Do you realize that this is our anniversary? 
SHE: (curiously) What do you mean? 
HE: We first met exactly one month ago. Remember the art gallery? 
SHE: The Escher exhibit? 
HE: I was glad to find someone who really knew what they were talking about. Most of 
these museum-goers are mere amateurs who like to think they know something about art. 
SHE: (warming to the subject) Oh, I'm no expert, really. I've read a few books, that's 
all. 
HE: Well, you impressed me. Very much. (SHE is flattered.) Anyway, I'm glad we had 
the chance to go out and talk afterwards. You know, that evening was one of the best 
I've ever had. 
SHE: (cocking her head) And you wanted to see me again. 
HE: Yes. To talk about art, of course. 
SHE: (a bit disappointed) Oh, yes. Escher. (HE winks at her; SHE catches on and laughs 
Jason knew that he wanted to discuss their friendship, and mentioning their meeting 
would be a good lead into that. But somehow Lisa introducing herself in Fine Arts class a 
few weeks ago wasn't quite as romantic as the notion of meeting her in an art gallery. He 
could just picture Lisa with a floppy beret, eyeing a portrait critically and remarking on 
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the artist's use of shading. Jason was still wondering how he should begin as the waiter 
sidled up, took their order, and left. 
She was chatting away casually, and Jason had to force his attention back to her words. 
"I met your roommate Rod the other day at dinner," she was saying. 
"Oh yeah?" Jason tried unsuccessfully to sound enthusiastic. In his estimation, Rodney 
ranked right up there with professional sports and integral calculus as overwhelmingly 
boring conversation topics. He really couldn't picture Lisa as having much interest in 
Rodney—she was certainly too levelheaded for that. "What did you think of him?" 
"He's really a sweet guy. Does he have a girlfriend?" 
"A... girfriend?" Jason's head was spinning. "No, no he doesn't." Rodney was a sweet 
guy—that was the problem. If he wasn't such a sweet guy Jason could poison him or push him 
out a window or something. As it stood, Jason just had to watch girl after girl fall for 
his boyish grin and his preoccupation with stuffed animals... Jason almost gagged at the 
thought. Yeah, Rod had girls pounding down his door trying to get to him, and what did he 
do about it? Nothing! Jason wondered what kind of girl it would take to impress Rodney. 
For a moment, the idea of a female actually impressing Rod intrigued Jason, and he began to 
set the scene up in his mind. She would have to be different—noticeably different, maybe a 
biker or a punk rocker... 
"He's really cute, but he never says more than two words to me." Lisa was despondent 
now, her laughing eyes downcast. Suddenly they focused on Jason. "You could help me, 
Jason. You're so creative..-you're probably the most creative person I know. And you know 
Rodney. Tell me what I could do to let him know I like him." 
Jason felt surprisingly challenged rather than put off by her request. "Well, Rodney is 
very... cute is a good word for him. I mean, he's into cuddly pets, and loose sweaters, 
and... and pink." 
Lisa laughed. "So I should wear pink cuddly sweaters?" 
"No, no, that wouldn't work at all." Jason leaned back in his chair and stared off into 
space for a bit, studying his mental scene for inspiration. "I think that what Rodney needs 
is something to throw him off the track. He just isn't affected by traditional flirting—it 
passes him right by." 
"What do you suggest?" 
"Well..." Jason's eyes narrowed in the pause that followed, his mind racing. Mentally 
he put Lisa and Rodney in a featureless room together. What would surprise Rod? "To begin 
with, you can forget about all of the typical tricks. He's not going to fall for giggling, 
moony eyes, or prank phone calls. And you can't play off his ego, since he doesn't have any 
to speak of. NO, first off, you need to be a bit unconventional, to startle him. And don't 
hang all over him—it scares him to death. If you don't let him think you like him, you 
could probably have him following you around like a puppy..." 
Jason trailed off as he realized what he was doing. Rod following Lisa around like a 
puppy? Was he crazy?? Here they were, eating steaks that represented two weeks of spending 
money, and he was trying to coach her on how to pursue his roommate. This wasn't the way 
things were supposed to be at all! 
HE: I've waited for this moment all of my life. 
(HE and SHE are leaning across the table, hands clasped, staring deeply into one another's 
eyes over the flickering candle.) 
I want to show you the world, dearest. I want to promise you the moon and give you 
the sun. Our love is like a red, red rose, and now it has only begun to blossom. 
Together, our live can conquer all... 
LISA: (interrupting) Oh, ccane off it, Jason! Couldn't you be more original than that? 
(Pandemonium breaks out in the restaurant as all of the candles explode into fountains of 
sparks shooting to the ceiling. Hie sprinkler system triggers and dumps several gallons 
of cold water on the entire restaurant. Loud, melodramatic organ music is all but 
drowned out by the screams of diners. Only HE sits, frozen in mid-cliche, as an 
ambulance siren begins to wail in the...) 
Jason had his fingers pressed to his temples; he was sure that he had gone insane and 
that everyone in the restaurant was staring at his maddened, ravaged visage. Actually, he 
realized, Lisa was ordering dessert. 
He was still trying to regain control of his invaded script as Lisa spooned down the 
last of her butterscotch sundae. It was useless, he knew—the scene was shattered. Lisa 
was still talking excitedly, thanking Jason for his help, brainstroming ideas. Jason 
contributed monosyllabically from time to time, but mostly he just sighed and looked into 
his water glass morosely. 
Lisa was laughing. "Jason? Am I losing you again? You seem so preoccupied tonight." 
Her eyes were amused—obviously, Jason thought, at his expense. "You're not jealous, are 
you?" She was deliberately goading now! Jason was suddenly angry. She knew perfectly well 
what she was doing, and it was unfair! He knew that he couldn't compete with Rodney. Why 
did she have to rub it in? 
"Because if you're jealous..." Lisa was continuing. Jason decided to ignore her 
completely. For all he cared, she could drop through the floor right then and he would just 
walk away whistling, "...don't be. I really don't think Rodney's my type at all. I was 
just curious as to what you thought attracted people to each other. And I like your answer. 
Being unexpected, different, throwing somebody for a loop—that's really the best way to 
attract them, isn't it?" 
Jason was mentally humming with his fingers tuck in his ears. In fact, he almost missed 
the waiter who came arxi took his money. He didn't care, he didn't want to listen to her 
talk about flirting or being conventional; he just wanted the whole fiasco to be over. And 
he wished that he didn't want her so badly. 
"And I have to confess... I know it was rude of me to talk about Rodney so much, but..." 
Lisa was obviously enjoying this, Jason thought. "I really wanted to shift gears on you and 
see how you'd react. I wasn't sure if you see through my ruse or not, but it really doesn't 
matter, does it? It worked! I mean, it was completely unexpected, wasn't it?" 
They were out the door and standing in the cool night air by this time. Jason had 
intended to take the bus back to campus with Lisa, but he decided now that he needed a long 
walk alone instead. He couldn't believe that he had been so stupid! How could he have 
thought that Lisa would follow the script? He looked at her now, standing in the lights of 
the city street, and she was more beautiful in her sweatshirt and jeans than he had ever 
imagined her. Her eyes were open wide, and they seemed to want to share something humorous 
with him. Then they dropped to the pavement. 
"Would you like to go for a walk, Jason? It's a beautiful night." 
All of the characters in Jason's mind screamed with silent rage at the inconsistency of 
all things feminine. Humbling an excuse, he left her standing there, sprinted two blocks to 
the bus stop, and steamed the several miles back to the un- pink-and-cuddly half of his dorm 
room, where he immediately rolled a fresh Lisa into his typewriter and proceeded to write 
her into exactly the two-dimensional oblivion that she deserved. 
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